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    Londyn 
 
    The quicker we get in, the quicker we get out. 
 
    That’s what I kept telling myself as I rode shotgun with my big brother Eric on the way to our mother’s annual “After the Holidays” party, attempting to prep myself for the night to come.  
 
    It was the event of the year for my mother - a highlight - a reason for her to get fancy and fucked up with her friends as opposed to their usual beer-buzzed barbecues on Saturdays and brunch drunk Sundays. And while I couldn’t truly knock their game since they were all successful, paid, living their best lives and representing the black don’t crack tribe to the fullest, I was already dreading the hangover I’d more than likely have tomorrow on their behalf.  
 
    Unless we get in, and get out.  
 
    My brother was busy bobbing his head to some playlist compiled of new age bullshit when I interrupted to ask, “What’s our exit strategy, E? You know mama will have our asses passed out and sleeping over like last year if we let her.” 
 
    He shrugged, keeping his eyes on the road. “Shit, I ain’t opposed. You know Auntie Sheri and Auntie Linda are gonna have the bomb brunch spread poppin’ in the morning.”  
 
    Morning? 
 
    “Ugh, I wish you would’ve told me that before I had you pick me up. I would’ve driven myself if I knew you were planning on snuggling up with cougar gang all night,” I said with a roll of my eyes, pulling out my phone to check the Uber rates and discovering they had already surged for the night meaning I was trapped. 
 
    Of course Eric didn’t see it that way, pulling into the circle drive of the Airbnb my mother had been renting out for the past three years just for this event as he insisted, “They’re nice people, LoLo. Shit, they all raised us one way or another. And besides, what I look like turning down top-shelf liquor and breakfast food cooked with love?” 
 
    While I wanted to be annoyed, I couldn’t help but laugh since we both knew those were practically his two favorite things on the planet; something he had inherited from our mother. Truth be told, they were exactly alike. Life of the party types, loved to have a good time, loved to live in the moment and deal with the consequences later; all things I learned from instead of absorbing since I saw the types of situations it had gotten the both of them in.  
 
    But the fact that my brother was my mother’s twin made him tighter with cougar gang than I could ever be, allowing me to reply, “Yeah, they love you cause you gas them up and they think you’re oh-so-handsome. All I get is looks of sympathy because their old asses think they get more play than me. Little do they know…” 
 
    He cut me off. “Aight, chill with all that. I don’t wanna hear nothin’ about what you be on when I’m not around.” 
 
    I may not have been on as much as I was leading on, but that still didn’t stop me from following him to the front door while asking, “Why not? I hear about you everywhere I go. Nail shop, hair salon, grocery store…” 
 
    “Grocery store?” 
 
    “The chick who works grocery pick-up said y’all were in the same gym class back in high school. Told me to tell you hello,” I explained, still unsure of how she made the connection that we were related, though it was something I was forced to grow used to over the years; being known as Eric’s little sister.  
 
    “Aww man, I know who you’re talkin’ about. She got a gang of kids now, but she still be lookin’ thick as hell in those khakis,” Eric finally replied, only making the whole thing even more annoying. 
 
    I didn’t get a chance to offer a full response, groaning instead as my mother opened the door with a glass of champagne already in her hand. Of course she had gotten the party started without us and didn’t waste a minute rubbing it in our faces when she acknowledged, “My tardy children. Glad you two finally showed up… notably empty-handed.” 
 
    Eric was the first to pull her into a hug as he reasoned, “Come on, ma. We knew you had the liquor stash on lock.” 
 
    “But that still doesn’t mean you should show up with nothing. Haven’t I taught you any party etiquette?” she asked, pulling away before offering me equal love. 
 
    While I may not have been her mini-me like Eric was, I still knew to answer, “Yeah. Balance your alcohol intake with water. Don’t drink anything you didn’t see the bartender make with your own two eyes. Always ask for a double instead of ordering two drinks, cause then you’ll get the liquor you want without all the juice…” 
 
    Her smirk was proud as she cheered, “That’s my baby. And you look cute. Let me have this dress when you’re done with it.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure I took it from your closet,” I replied, taking a glance down to double-check. 
 
    Yep. Definitely hers.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if it was good for her or bad for me that we could - and did - share clothes. But she didn’t seem pulled either way when she squealed, “Well no wonder!” Before leading us deeper into the house that was already full of people, surely ready to start down the line of annoying introductions as if we didn’t already know everyone here. But to my surprise, she didn’t get too far without telling her son, “One of your little friends is here. Ellen’s boy.” 
 
    Eric’s face scrunched. “Ellen’s boy? Chance? My ni… brother Chance is here? Where he at?” he asked, looking around the crowd pouring out of the kitchen into the living room. 
 
    She tossed her free hand towards the hall when she answered, “I think he’s downstairs playing pool with some of the other guys. Go get yourself acquainted because one of them might be your stepdaddy after tonight. Hell, it might be your little friend. He’s grown up real nice.”   
 
    Now it was my face scrunching. “Ew, mama.” 
 
    My disgust didn’t last long though once Chance emerged from the basement looking even better than I remembered. He had always been crush-worthy; the apple of all my homegirls’ eyes back when we were freshmen and they were seniors, with all the attributes that made up a fine upperclassman in our shallow minds. Toffee skin, good hair, full lips, a car of his own - albeit, raggedy at the time - instead of his mama’s, played sports, not a complete idiot even though he hung out with my dumbass brother.  
 
    He was “that dude” back then. And now, what were once boyish features had sharpened into those of a grown ass man, with the facial hair and chiseled jawline to show for it. In the words of my mother, he had definitely grown up real nice.  
 
    Unfortunately, my lusting couldn’t last forever once Eric shouted, “Yo! Why you ain’t tell me you were coming in town?! Ol’ handsome ass, Odell Beckham lookin’ ass nigga.” 
 
    While Chance laughed - damn, when’d his laugh get so sexy - my mother put her hand on her hip to scold, “Eric, I will embarrass you in front of all these people. You better watch your mouth.”  
 
    “My bad, mama. I just wasn’t expecting to see my boy. It’s been way too long,” he gushed as he pulled his friend into another shoulder hug as if he hadn’t just given him one, making my mom smile before she was yanked away by one of our “aunties”. 
 
    Chance was a good sport about the extra attention, embracing one of his best friends even when he teased, “Fool, you’re actin’ like we don’t talk almost every day.” 
 
    “Group chat ain’t the same as dappin’ you up in real life though,” Eric reasoned as Chance finally looked past him towards me and whispered, “Damn.” 
 
    “Yeah, you aren’t the only one who’s grown up real nice,” I thought to myself as I said, “Hey Chance.” 
 
    He extended his arms for a hug that I greedily stepped into, immediately noticing that even his signature scent had been replaced. No longer the cheap body spray all the boys had relied on to cover up their funk back in the day, but a manly, woodsy cologne that had me sinking deeper into his arms on the exhale.  
 
    “My girl Paris. What’s up, little one?” he asked teasingly, making me roll my eyes as I - regretfully - stepped away.  
 
    “You know my name is Londyn and that corny ass joke hasn’t gotten any funnier over the past decade. Feel free to let it go,” I replied, crossing my arms over my chest since mom’s dress did nothing to hide how hard my nipples had gotten from just the smell of him; not to mention how strong his arms felt wrapped around me and the sexy smirk he had on his face as he unashamedly gave me a onceover.  
 
    Ol’ Chance was definitely checkin’ for your girl. But in true big brother fashion, Eric had to be a hater, interrupting our moment to ask, “So how long you been in town? And who all found out before I did so I know how mad to be?”  
 
    Chance laughed that sexy, full laugh again. “Damn, man. You’re actin’ like you’re my girl or somethin’. I just got here earlier this evening. Settled in at my hotel, got over to Moms, and then she dragged me straight here.”  
 
    Eric seemed satisfied with that explanation, nodding as he quietly replied, “Yeah aight. As long as I’m not the last one to find out.” Then he continued on to ask, “So how long you here for? Just for the weekend?” 
 
    For whatever reason, Chance looked my way when he answered, “I’ll actually be back for a month and some change.” Turning back towards Eric to explain, “My company got contract for an assignment here that I probably could’ve done remotely, but they thought it’d be cool to send me in the flesh so I could spend some time with the fam and all that.”  
 
    Even if the conversation wasn’t for me, I nodded as I absorbed the information along with the fact that he’d be around long enough for me to at least make a pass at him without Eric’s watchful eye.  
 
    But to my surprise, Eric actually - and probably unintentionally - gave me an opening when he mentioned, “You know LoLo does that same shit you do.” Watching Chance’s eyebrow pique before he added, “Yeah, baby girl is a whiz when it comes to all that gaming shit.” 
 
    This time, Chance fully turned my way, a hint of amusement on his face as he said, “Should’ve known. Your ass stayed in the computer screen or on a system back in the day.”  
 
    “Y’all did too. Making all that noise playing Madden like a check was involved. You would’ve thought one of y’all would be an offensive coordinator in the league or somethin’ by now,” I teased, making Chance chuckle while Eric muttered, “Shit I wish.”    
 
     I was just getting settled into the conversation when my mother returned with two glasses of champagne, shoving one in my hand as she whispered, “You looked thirsty.”  
 
    My first instinct was to turn her down since it was still way too early in the night to be accepting what I knew would be never-ending liquor offerings. But when I looked at her face, I realized she wasn’t talking about an actual dehydration, instead pointing out the fact that I hadn’t taken my eyes off Chance since he came upstairs. The glass of champagne was nothing more than a, “Take your foot off the gas pedal, baby girl. Let him come to you.”  
 
    So I took her advice, taking a cute little sip to show her message had been received as I listened to her take over the conversation. “So Chance, Ellen was telling me you’ll be here for quite a while. Don’t let that woman work you to death trying to turn that trap house of hers into a home. If she wants all those handy projects done, she needs to pay somebody instead of being cheap. She knew what she was getting into buying a fixer-upper knowing good and well her prissy behind can barely hold a nail straight.” 
 
    While Chance and Eric both burst out laughing, I replied, “Dang, mama. You ain’t have to go in like that.” 
 
    She shrugged, taking a sip from her own glass. “I’m just saying. If she’s gonna have you slaving on your off time, you better keep track of the hours and submit an invoice when you’re done.”  
 
    The sincerity in her voice had me joining in on the laughs, especially since I was sure she had given the same message to Miss. Ellen verbatim. But I was glad Chance still knew my mother well enough to know this was typical her, only smiling when he defended, “Now you know I owe that woman everything, Miss. Annie. A little handiwork around the house is like paying off the interest on my life loan.” 
 
    “Life loan, huh? If that’s the case, how come I haven’t been receiving any payments from the two of you?” she asked, turning her attention to Eric and I with a challenging glare that would’ve easily straightened us right up back when we were younger. 
 
    But now, it only made us giggle, Eric wrapping an arm around her shoulder as he reasoned, “We showed up tonight. That’s gotta be worth something, right?” 
 
    Instead of agreeing, she smacked a hand across his chest. “Minimum payment, boy. That loan is barely budging,” she replied, finally cracking a smile. But then she peeked over at me, giving me a look that I didn’t quite understand before she continued, “But you can make a real payment by going to get those ice bags out of the garage for me.”  
 
    “I’ll help you, bruh,” Chance chimed in, though my mom was quick to stop him in his tracks with a hand against his chest.  
 
    “Oh no, baby. You stay here. He’s got it. He owes me,” she insisted with a smirk before flashing another look my way. And once again, I didn’t get it until she dragged Eric into the crowd, leaving Chance and I alone. 
 
    Ohhhhh.  
 
    I immediately took another sip of my drink, trying to buy myself some time as Chance stood there just… waiting for me to say something. But nothing worth talking about came to mind, other than, “Are you thirsty? I can get you…” 
 
    My feet were already turned towards the kitchen when Chance put a hand against my arm to stop me, pairing it with another one of his little chuckles. “Londyn, relax. You’re acting like I’m a stranger or somethin’.”  
 
    I turned back his way, quickly sizing him up and coming to the conclusion that, “You kinda are though. I mean, you haven’t been back in so long - I haven’t seen you in so long. You probably have a whole ass wife and kids somewhere now.” 
 
    Even if it wasn’t something I had heard through the grapevine, I wanted to clear any possibilities before I got too invested. And I was glad when he only laughed again before he replied, “Come on now, LoLo. Between Miss. Annie and your knucklehead brother, you’d know if I had a family. Shit, if anything, I’m surprised you ain’t doin’ the whole family thing yet.”  
 
    My face scrunched when I fired back, “With what money? Kids are expensive. I ain’t got it.” 
 
    “LoLo, I’m in the same field as you. Meaning I know no matter what you do, you definitely got it,” he insisted with an enthusiasm that seemed to extend beyond just my salary once paired with the heated stare he was giving me.  
 
    But before I could make any real use of it, Eric returned from his journey to announce, “The ice was gone, so I gotta make a store run right quick. Chance, you tryna roll?” 
 
    For a moment, it seemed like he was contemplating his answer as if he wasn’t quite ready to dead our conversation. But I assumed I must’ve imagined the whole thing when he finally replied, “Yeah, I’ll ride.”  Leaving me to deal with the afterglow of our brief interaction alone.  
 
    & 
 
    The party had officially gotten out of control. 
 
    Maybe if I was as drunk as everyone else seemed to be, I wouldn’t have thought anything of it, too busy having my own fun to be worried about what could go wrong. But being the mostly sober saint in the bunch had me trying to keep everything intact while my mother let the liquor lead the way, changed out of her fancy party dress and heels into a snow bunny pajama onesie to match the rest of our animal “aunties” now that the crowd had loosened up.  
 
    “Man, where in the hell did they get these matching pajamas from though?” I asked Eric, annoyed to the max as I did my best to clean up some of the mess they had already created, though I was sure my mother had a cleaning crew coming by tomorrow. Even then, I didn’t want the cleaning crew judging us for completely trashing the place like college kids when these were all grown ass people. 
 
    Of course Eric didn’t care either way, at some point turning into the DJ that had them really acting up when he shouted back, “I don’t know, but I want some too! You think they got extras?” 
 
    Instead of answering, I only rolled my eyes, dragging my bag of trash towards the kitchen to collect the litter there when a familiar voice asked, “LoLo, you need some help?” 
 
    Considering he was a guest, I felt terrible putting Chance to work. But since he appeared to be the only other one still in his right mind, I answered, “Yeah. Can you just… take this bag out to the curb, please?” 
 
    “Come with me,” he insisted, grabbing the trash bag from my hand. And while my mind was still moving a mile a minute trying to stay ahead of the chaos, my feet stopped as if they had processed his request on their own. 
 
    “Come with you?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah. Get some fresh air. You look like you could use it.” 
 
    While fresh air sounded amazing compared to the heat all of these bodies were creating in the house, the fact that winter was in full effect had me replying, “Uhh… it’s cold outside.” 
 
    Instead of catching my drift, he sat the bag down to take his blazer off then handed it my way. “Here. You can wear my jacket. Now come on.”  
 
    My nerves were so frazzled from dealing with these grown children that I almost turned him down again until I realized the opportunity he was really offering; an opportunity to pick up the conversation we hadn’t gotten to finish because of my meddling ass brother. And with that on my mind, I took his jacket and slipped it over my shoulders, immediately catching how strongly it smelled of him.  
 
    Too damn good.  
 
    I was already swooning from that alone when he smiled and said, “Looks good on you.” Before picking up the trash and leading the way to the front door. And once we stepped outside, the silence was deafening compared to all the noise inside, providing a much-needed relief for my ears until Chance said, “So back to you and your future family. You tellin’ me you ain’t got a man around here tryna make that happen?” 
 
    I wanted to assume he was asking the question for the same reason I had, trying to get an understanding of my situation before he made his move. But since assumptions hadn’t been going my way as of late, I stayed neutral when I replied, “I’m telling you these dudes around here haven’t changed in… however long you’ve been gone. And we don’t get transplants like big cities do so… the answer to your question is in there somewhere.” 
 
    It wasn’t that I didn’t meet people, or date, or even have sex when I got desperate. But I had yet to meet anyone worth going beyond that with since everyone felt… the same. They all had the same general agenda, all moved at the same speed, all were way too content making just enough money and spending it at the same spots week after week. Then again, who was I to judge since I was pretty much doing the same? 
 
    “Doesn’t mean I have to like it,” I responded in my head as Chance said, “That’s unfortunate.” 
 
    “What? That none of the people you grew up with are really on shit?”  
 
    He lifted the top of the trash bin, tossing the bag in while answering, “Well that, and the fact that ain’t none of them gotten on their shit to catch up with little Londyn.”  
 
    “Maybe I’m not trying to be caught,” I offered with a smirk, knowing good and well I’d let his fine ass catch me any day. 
 
    But considering I was supposed to be playing it cool, letting it come to me like my mother insisted with that glass of champagne hours ago, I held my smirk just long enough for him to reply, “Maybe.” 
 
    “So, tell me. How many chicks you got sending you, “Can’t wait ‘til you get back in town, daddy” texts?” I asked teasingly as I slow-played returning to the party, the steady click of my heels against the pavement coinciding with Chance’s laugh of a reaction.  
 
    “Wow. You really think I got it like that?” he asked, shoving his hands in his pockets as he matched my slow stride.  
 
    “I know you got it like that, especially since all they know out there is grown-up Chance. They don’t know chicken legs Chance with the too big clothes.” 
 
    Even though Chance was always considered fine, he hadn’t escaped falling victim to the trend of tall tees and baggy jeans. In fact, I was pretty sure my mom still had plenty of pictures for us to use as blackmail one day, though he was quick to defend, “Man, that was the style back then.” 
 
    “It was. And I’m glad it stayed back then too,” I said with a laugh of my own as Chance stopped just short of the front door to turn my way. 
 
    “Quit hatin’, LoLo. Cause my too big clothes sure didn’t stop you and your little cheerleader homegirls from following me around the halls back in high school.” 
 
    While I knew there was some truth to his words, I was sure to correct, “They were following you. I was following them.”  
 
    Considering I had no idea - other than the occasional run-ins at the mall and updates on social media - what those girls were even up to, it was clear following them hadn’t gotten me anywhere I wanted to be. And Chance made note of that when he replied, “Well I see you grew right on out of that shit. In a league of your own now.” 
 
    Instead of blushing at his compliment, I shrugged. “Crowds are overrated.” 
 
    “So if crowds are overrated, you probably don’t wanna go back inside, do you?” he asked, taking a step closer to pull at the front of his blazer and tightening it around my body just as a breeze passed us.  
 
    Suddenly, I wanted to get rid of it - along with the rest of my clothes - , feeling hot all over as I swallowed hard before answering, “Not really. But thanks to your brilliant idea of life loans, I now have a debt to pay.”  
 
    “Can it wait?” he asked, running a gentle hand against my hip that brought all air circulation to a complete halt. 
 
    I was just getting ready to answer, “Hell yes, it can wait” when red and blue flashing lights coming down the street stole my attention, forcing me to put on my most-responsible-person-present cape to ask, “Is that the cops?” 
 
    All of the sensual energy I had worked up fell straight to my feet as the cop car pulled right in front of us, barely putting it in park when he hopped out and asked, “Is the party still poppin’?” 
 
    Wait what? 
 
    Before I could answer his surprise of a question, the front door was yanked open by my far-from-sober mother in those damn footie pajamas. “Stevie! You made it!” 
 
    “Stevie?” I whispered, watching as he turned his emergency lights off before joining my mother at the door and pulling her into an embrace. The sight was enough to make me ask again, this time much louder, “Stevie?!” 
 
    My mother turned out of his hug just slightly to reply, “Londyn, don’t be rude. This is Stevie, my… friend. Stevie, this is Londyn, my daughter. And Chance, Ellen’s boy. You remember Ellen, don’t you?”  
 
    “Ellen with the trap house?” he asked, making me snicker while Chance ran a hand along the back of his neck, releasing a heavy sigh before sticking it out to him for a polite shake.  
 
    “That’d be her. Nice to meet you, man,” he said, pulling his hand away and landing it at the small of my back when he turned his attention to my mother to say, “Miss. Annie, I’ma go ahead and give Londyn a ride home since Eric appears to be staying for the night. Tell my mom I’ll be back over for brunch tomorrow. And make sure she has some water and some of that BC powder before she goes to sleep. You know how she gets if she doesn’t.” 
 
    “Well, alright now. I sure will. And you get my baby girl home safely. Londyn, I’ll be expecting you at brunch too,” she replied with a wink that I knew meant she’d want a play-by-play of the ride home that had surprised the hell out of me. 
 
    But Chance was clearly on a mission. And while that might’ve been a red flag worth acknowledging with the guys around here, somehow I felt safe under his spell, excitedly falling back against his hand when I answered, “Yes ma’am.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    This was a bad idea. 
 
    I knew it. She probably knew it too. Yet here I was, giving Londyn a ride home when we both knew the drive to her place was really just a small step on the ladder of things I wanted to do to her. At least, I assumed she knew. She seemed to be well aware of the fact that I was wildly attracted to the woman she had become, a feeling that caught me off-guard since I hadn’t seen much of her over the years outside of the social media updates from Eric that told me she was living and living well.  
 
    But I ain’t know baby girl was living this well.  
 
    Truth be told, I always thought she was attractive. Glowing butterscotch skin, perfectly pointy nose, petite little cheerleader frame that she had filled out over the years, and those damn hazel brown eyes. But it was always, “Eric’s cute little sister” meaning she was off-limits; at least to me.  
 
    Of course some of our other homies didn’t respect code, trying their hand at her only to come to blows with Eric since he wasn’t having that shit. And while they might’ve thought he was cockblocking, I always figured he was just being understandably overprotective, something I respected enough to keep my distance since I wasn’t about to ruin a friendship over a pretty face.  
 
    Tonight though, she was more than just a pretty face. Little cutie Londyn had transformed into “sexy ass, grown ass Londyn”, not giving me much of a choice of whether or not I wanted to fuck with her; her brother be damned.  
 
    As if she could read my mind, she broke the silence of the drive to say, “You know, of all of Eric’s friends, you’re the only one who’s never tried me. Why is that?” 
 
    Instead of giving the explanation I had already thought up, I shrugged when I challenged, “I could ask you the same thing. I mean, all your little friends got at me one way or another. But not you. You were the only one who played it cool.” 
 
    It wasn’t that I was bothered by Londyn being the only one to never come after me way back when, I just always found it… interesting, especially since I was well aware of the fact that I was the talk of her little circle. And man, did those girls try their hardest to compete against each other for my attention when I knew good and well I wasn’t dealing with any of their ditzy asses. 
 
    Still, while Londyn was always in the mix, she was never one to really even glance my way. Though she tried to make sense of it all when she replied, “Because you weren’t all that,” teasingly gnawing at the corner of her lip as she waited for me to be offended.  
 
    Since I could tell she was playing - knew she better have been playing - I only laughed. “Damn, tell me how you really feel.” 
 
    She turned in her seat towards me, the seatbelt straining against her chest that was barely contained by the thin fabric of her dress now that she had returned my blazer. And not only was the top getting ready to spill but the bottom as well when she kicked her heels off and hooked one of her legs under her, causing the hem of her dress to rise just high enough for her pussy to surely be peeking out if I had the time to look without crashing the car.  
 
    “It’s a rental anyway,” I thought, tempted to take my chances when Londyn admitted, “Okay, maybe that’s not entirely true. I guess I just… saw the kind of attention you drew and wasn’t about to join the pack when there were other dudes who wanted me. Or at least, other dudes who acted like they wanted me.” 
 
    “Yeah, those same goofies you were complaining about earlier,” I reminded her, growing annoyed since, from what I knew, she deserved so much better.  
 
    I mean, I could only imagine the type of bullshit she put up with on account of what was “best available” in this stale ass city. Nothing against my hometown; I was proud to rep it. But even from a distance, I knew just how shallow the dating pool sat.  
 
    Shit was as close to empty as empty got.  
 
    “You say that like you’re so much better,” she challenged with a giggle, leaning into the center console and increasing the tease I wasn’t sure she was intending to put on as her cleavage filled most of the space between us. 
 
    But I certainly wasn’t complaining. And since I also wasn’t one to beat around the bush, I simply replied, “I can show you better than I can tell you, Londyn.” 
 
    My plans were a lot more go with the flow than concrete since I still wasn’t 100% sure where her head was at and didn’t want to take any chances of reading it wrong. But then she licked her lips to ask, “And how, exactly, are you going to show me, Chance?” 
 
    Oh, she’s definitely tryna fuck. 
 
    I was glad to see we were relatively on the same page as I pulled up to the address she had given me, immediately noticing that whatever gaming company Londyn worked for was taking good care of her and avoiding her question to ask one of my own. “This you?” 
 
    She nodded, already unclicking her seatbelt when she answered, “Yep. Pull behind the right side of the garage so you don’t block me in.” 
 
    “Block you in? Who said I was parking to stay?” I asked, once again trying to confirm I was reading the situation correctly. The last thing I needed was Londyn putting me on blast in front of her brother for throwing my dick in the race when she wasn’t even on that.  
 
    Lucky for me, Londyn made things crystal clear the second I put the car in park, not even waiting for me to turn it off before she was climbing over the center console to straddle my lap and answer, “Me.” 
 
    My hands instinctively went to her hips, landing against the fabric that had bunched up around her waist as she rested her hands against my shoulders just… staring at me. The mystique of her eyes only intensified under the glow of night’s sky, seeing her full-on sex appeal without an audience around to interrupt enough to have me rock hard. And I could tell she felt it too once she ground her hips against me and smirked, though that still didn’t stop me from asking, “What you thinkin’ about, LoLo?” 
 
    She pulled her lip between her teeth, the tone of her voice hinted with amusement when she answered, “Just tryna decide where I wanna start. All of you looks so… appetizing from up here.”  
 
    “So do you. Especially these,” I replied as I bent my head and stuffed my face right in her cleavage, giving her titties a mini-motorboat that made her laugh. 
 
    “You can do better than that, Chance,” she insisted, moving to pull the strap of her dress down to give me full access. And while I wanted to enjoy the show, the fact that we were still in her driveway - meaning, we could be seen by anyone who cared to look - had me a little shook.  
 
    “Man, you’re crazy. These windows aren’t even tinted,” I told her, thinking maybe that reminder would have her reconsidering her actions. But she was hardly fazed, shrugging out of the other strap before reaching back to unhook her bra. 
 
    “My neighbors go to bed at like, nine o'clock. We’re good.”  
 
    In that case… “I got it,” I told her, reaching behind to unhook her bra myself as my mouth went to her neck. And any worries I had were snatched once I discovered her skin tasted exactly how it looked; sweet enough to have me wondering what the rest of her tasted like.  
 
    “Probably like sin,” I answered myself, though my actions didn’t quite align with that assumption since I was still on my way to dance with the devil as I continued to kiss and nibble against her collarbone, making her groan. 
 
    And grind.  
 
    Londyn was dry-humping the fuck out of me with every swipe of my tongue, the restriction for much growth in my jeans quickly becoming a problem as I warned, “Londyn, you gotta stop grinding against me like that.” 
 
    “Or maybe you just need to get rid of these damn pants,” she replied breathily, reaching between us to get to my zipper; something I knew we’d never be able to turn back from if I let her have at it.  
 
    With that on my mind, I gave her one last out. “But what about Er…”  
 
    She didn’t even let me finish, putting a stiff finger against my mouth to cut me off. “I literally give not a single fuck about Eric right now. This is between me... and you. So let it stay there, okay?” 
 
    Her dress was tousled, her box braids had fallen around her shoulders, and her eyes practically dared me to stop her. She was too damn sexy. And even though I could sense the trouble I was getting myself into, that didn’t stop me from agreeing to her request as I pushed her braids out of the way to get back to her neck while she removed the opposite bra strap, unveiling some of the prettiest titties I had ever seen. 
 
    With pierced nipples.  
 
    I was doomed.  
 
    She tilted back just enough against the steering wheel to give me better access as I leaned forward and flicked my tongue against her piercing before pulling her nipple between my teeth, eliciting a growl that had me worried I had bit too hard. But when she locked a hand behind my head to keep me close and started grinding against me like before, I quickly learned that was exactly how she liked it, making me do it again and getting an even more enthusiastic reaction. 
 
    “Shitttt, Chance,” she moaned once I moved to her other titty, giving it the equal attention it deserved since it looked just as good while also tweaking the opposite nipple between my fingertips. It was almost as if whatever I did to them shot straight to her pussy, the smell of her increasing arousal only making me hungrier for sin as the windows began to fog around us.  
 
    As if she couldn’t take the teasing any longer, her hands were back at my zipper. And that’s when it hit me. “I uh… I don’t think I have any protection on me,” I admitted, knowing it was the rookiest mistake of all. I mean, it would’ve been nothing to grab a pack of condoms during the ice run with Eric just in case. Then again, that might’ve made him too suspicious which would’ve led to a bunch of questions I couldn’t have answered with a straight face.  
 
    Probably the exact interrogation I needed to keep me from fuckin’ with the devil. 
 
    Sexiest devil I’ve ever seen, though.  
 
    I was just sure that my slip-up would kill the mood until she replied, “I have some. In the house. Come on.”  
 
    She was already climbing back to her side of the car to grab her things, covering her body back up just enough to get inside without getting an indecent exposure ticket when I asked, “You sure?” 
 
    With her hand against the car door, she turned back with a troubled expression. “Unless you’re not…” 
 
    I quickly shook my head. “Nah, nah. I’m… I’m good.”  
 
    But I wasn’t good. I was… bothered. Not because of anything she had done, but because of how eager I felt about the whole situation. 
 
    This was Londyn; little LoLo from back in the day. And all I wanted to do was be inside of her. Was so desperate to get inside of her that I’m surprised protection even came to mind. 
 
    Shit, it almost didn’t.  
 
    Before I could let my overthinking think me straight out of a nut, I followed her lead and hopped out of the car, climbing the short set of stairs to her front door where she was already busy trying to hold her heels in one hand while digging through her purse for her keys with the other. 
 
    “Let me help you, Londyn,” I told her, reaching to grab her shoes so she could have both hands to find what she was looking for.  
 
    But instead of accepting my offer, she yanked out a key ring full of shit and said, “I got it.” Slamming and turning the key in both the top and bottom lock before pushing it open to let us inside.  
 
    She immediately turned on the light in the front room then dropped her heels near the door, instructing me to do the same as she slipped towards the back of the house. And while I still couldn’t believe I was here, particularly my reason for being inside, I couldn’t help taking in how nice her spot was; structured with an older charm, but decorated with a modern feel that created the perfect balance. 
 
    It was dope. And she was dope, incredibly accomplished according to the various awards and certificates lining the walls. One in particular stood out, an award for Emerging Video Game Designer that I may or may not have been salty about missing out on during my early years with the company I worked for. But I was glad to see they had at least broken out of the usual mold and given it to someone black; someone very much deserving according to the sketches laid out on her coffee table as if she had been pulled from work just for tonight’s party.  
 
    The scene was all too familiar.  
 
    I was just getting ready to flip through her sketchbook when my view was obstructed by a box of condoms falling on top of it, prompting me to peek up and find Londyn in… next to nothing. The bra from the car had been replaced with one much lacier and panties to match, her hair had been pulled up into a high bun, and her skin was now scented with something that damn near had my stomach growling with hunger.  
 
    A hunger for her.  
 
    Before I became too content just looking at her fine ass for the rest of the night, I picked up the box of condoms and smirked. “Ribbed for her pleasure, huh?” 
 
    She shrugged, joining me on the couch when she replied, “If I’m supplying the condoms, they’re gonna be what I want. Not some golden ticket, artificial ego boost… or maybe not artificial.” 
 
    Just that quickly, she was already back to what she had started in the car, running a hand against my dick that was practically begging to be freed; begging for her. And she took complete advantage of that fact when she finally got my jeans unzipped, slipping a hand inside of my boxers for a feel as she said, “Damn, Chance. No wonder all those girls were on you back then. All this dick and you probably didn’t even know what to do with it.” 
 
    “Don’t even trip. I’ve perfected my craft now,” I told her confidently with a lick of my lips, enjoying the feel of her hand wrapped around my dick a little too much.  
 
    But then she took it to the next level, licking her lips the same way I had when she replied,  “Yeah? Well so have I.” Before pulling me free and replacing her hand with her hot ass, wet ass mouth.  
 
    My eyes rolled to the back of my head and my head sunk against the back of her couch as she took me completely, not even gagging when I felt the tip hit the back of her throat. In fact, it seemed as if that was her goal; to swallow me whole and never let my dick see the light of day ever again.  
 
    What a hell of a goodbye.  
 
    As long as whatever she was doing never stopped, she could have my dick. I mean, it was clear she knew how to take good care of it, it was going to a good home, and… what the fuck am I even talking about? 
 
    Her head game had me giving my dick up to her for adoption and it was clear she was just getting started as she teasingly swirled her tongue around the tip before taking me whole once again, making my toes scrunch in my socks and my thighs tighten under her grip.  
 
    I had to do something. 
 
    Instead of letting her have complete control, letting her have all the fun, I slipped a hand into her panties, quickly discovering her pussy was just as wet as her mouth. My fingers against her clit had her breaking the rhythm of her bobbing to moan in response to my touch, which really only made things better for me since her moaning around my dick felt just as good as everything else she was doing. But it seemed as if not being in control wasn’t her thing when her mouth abandoned my dick, instead stroking it in her hand as she moved her mouth to my balls. And in that moment, I learned a valuable lesson. 
 
    The devil doesn’t play fair.  
 
    Between her stroking my dick with one hand, cupping and licking my balls with the other, and her wet pussy gushing against my fingertips, my senses were at max capacity, everything tingling all over in a way I had never experienced before. But I knew one thing; baby girl was going to get hers before I got mine no matter what I had to do to make it happen, even if that meant never getting my own.  
 
    With a new determination, I found the strength to slip the upper half of my body towards the lower half of hers, aligning my face with her pussy before pushing her panties to the side and pulling it straight to my face. But even that had me back on the clouds since she smelled so fuckin’ good and tasted even better, my tongue going crazy against her clit in search of every drop of her essence.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” she growled, completely ceasing her own operations to focus on what I was doing to her. And I was sure to terrorize her the same way she had done to me, licking and sucking her swollen pearl with precision until she begged, “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” 
 
    Truth be told, I never wanted to stop. And I didn’t want her to stop doing what she was doing either. But we had to stop if I was ever going to get inside of her. So instead of delaying that any further, I didn’t follow her request, on another mission of my own when I slipped from under her to grab the condoms and told her what I was sure she was dying to hear.  
 
    “I’m about to fuck the shit out of you.” 
 
    “Not if I ride the shit out of you first,” she quickly fired back, falling against the couch before reaching to pull her panties off and tossing them at the back of my head the second I turned around.  
 
    Real cute.  
 
    “Man, I can tell you been fuckin’ with some lame niggas around here cause you talk way too much shit. You ain’t runnin’ nothin’, Londyn,” I said as I got rid of my clothes, excited to strap up just so I could shut all that shit down.  
 
    But she wasn’t at all pressed by my challenge, instead keeping one finger between her teeth while rubbing another finger against her clit like she was keeping it warm for me when she replied, “Oh, I’m definitely running shit, Chance. Which is exactly why you had to distract yourself with my pussy. So you wouldn’t bust prematurely.” 
 
    “See what I mean? I’m about to fuck you up,” I told her the second I slipped the condom on, the texture catching me off-guard until I remembered her little spiel about them being how she wanted. But it really didn’t matter what kind of condoms she had, she was about to get the best dick of her life regardless. 
 
    Of course her ass couldn’t help egging me on, her eyes tight when she said, “I dare you.” And with that, it was game on as I yanked her up from the couch and bent her over the arm of it before slamming into her from behind, causing a succession of expletives to fall from her lips.  
 
    Music to my ears.  
 
    She was just barely hanging onto her tippy toes as I kept her where I wanted her with one hand gently around her neck and the other firmly at her waist, pounding out every single bit of bravado she came into this shit with. And I wasn’t letting up until she admitted how wrong she was, tightening my grip on her neck just slightly when I growled, “Now who runs this shit, Londyn?” 
 
    “I… fuckkkk.” 
 
    “What was that?” I asked, giving hard, fast strokes that I knew she wouldn’t be able to respond to. And I really didn’t need her to, my point already made with every scream and hissed curse word as she did her best to hold her own. 
 
    I would’ve been lying if I said she wasn’t, every stroke I was delivering feeling just as good to me as it obviously felt to her. And just when I got comfortable being in control, comfortable listening to the steady sounds of our skin smacking together mixed with her little moans of satisfaction, Londyn moved my hand from her neck to her mouth, sucking and biting on my fingers as she started throwing her ass back against me.  
 
    “This freaky ass mothafucka,” I thought, trying to stay focused as my dick started hitting places it hadn’t yet reached; like she had suddenly opened a trap door in her pussy to let me slide in deeper. And my dick was happy as hell to be there; maybe a little too happy since I felt some precum beginning to seep out. 
 
    “Shit,” I hissed, trying my best to hold off though I really had no control. And I was beyond relieved when I heard Londyn scream, “Fuck, I’m cummin’!” Her announcement along with the throbbing from her orgasm around my dick not giving me much of a choice but to join her.  
 
    Somehow it still felt like a notch in the win column, especially since my lack of preparation hadn’t stopped us before we could even get started. And considering how much cum was in the latex when I peeled it off, enough to make a boatload of pretty little hazel-eyed babies, the first thing I said was, “Thank God for condoms.” 
 
    “Especially ribbed ones,” Londyn added with a breathy chuckle, making me chuckle right with her as I followed her towards what I assumed was the bathroom to dispose of the evidence. Though once we were there, I couldn’t help stopping to take a moment and appreciate how fuckin’ gorgeous she was, the afterglow from our sex only making her that much more radiant.  
 
    Because Lucifer was an angel first, right? 
 
    “Chance, how can you possibly be thinking so hard about anything already?”  
 
    “Huh?” I asked, snapping out of my thoughts to find Londyn now wrapped in a silky, black robe. 
 
    She released her bun that was mostly destroyed anyway, letting her braids fall back against her shoulders when she explained, “Your face. I can tell you’re thinking hard about somethin’, so what is it?” 
 
    Since calling her a devil to her face didn’t seem like the best idea, I came up with something better, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind and watching her giddy reaction in the mirror as I answered, “I was thinking… about how hard it’s gonna be to keep my hands to myself at brunch tomorrow now that I know you’re workin’ with all this.”  
 
    Acknowledging how attractive she was was one thing. But knowing exactly what sat underneath whatever she planned to wear tomorrow, watching her eat knowing just how good her mouth felt wrapped around my dick…  
 
    I quickly found myself back lost in thought until she laughed and insisted, “I really doubt you’ll have a problem with that.” 
 
    “You sound so sure,” I said, landing a kiss against the nape of her neck that made her squeal out of my hold.  
 
    And with her arms crossed over her chest, she replied, “Because I am so sure. Now do you know how to get back to your hotel from here, or do you need some directions?”  
 
    “Damn, you’re already kickin’ me out?” I asked teasingly as I made my way back to the front room to get my clothes. 
 
    Londyn was right on my heels, her voice laced with amusement when she answered, “No. I’m just sending you to the place that has a bed you can sleep in because you’re not sleeping in mine.” 
 
    “We don’t have to sleep,” I suggested, more than willing to get rid of the boxers I had just put on for a round two. 
 
    But instead of taking me up on my offer, she only groaned,  “Chance…” 
 
    I shook my head, grabbing my shirt and jeans as I rattled, “And here I thought you were really ‘bout that life. I swear y’all love talking all that shit just to get us hyped and never actually wanna back it up. I’ma ride your dick, I’ma snatch your soul, blah, blah, blah shut the fuck up...”  
 
    “Chance!” she screeched, stopping me mid-pants leg to threaten, “I will literally ruin your life right now. So don’t tempt me.” 
 
    The fact that she was challenging me - again - only had me right back fired up. And even though I had no idea what kind of trouble I was getting myself into, that still didn’t stop me from replying, “Don’t tempt you? Shit, in that case, I dare you.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Londyn 
 
    He had a key to my place. 
 
    The man had earned himself a key - albeit, temporary - to my place after dicking me down so good I wanted to thank his mama the second I walked into the house that was surprisingly back in regular condition after last night’s festivities. I still couldn’t believe how out of control things had gotten, a step beyond what I had experienced myself while I was there according to Eric’s Snapchat story. But since my reason for ducking out early had led to a night I couldn’t forget if I wanted to, I was just glad everyone - including myself - had had a good time.  
 
    Well, everyone except for my best friend Khalid since he had to miss it for work. But at least he was joining us for brunch, catching the recap stories that probably sounded unbelievable until he saw all the pictures and videos that backed them up. 
 
    He was watching Eric’s Snapchat for at least the fourth time when he said, “My boo Miss. Annie was really turnt the fuck up. I swear I would marry that woman if she’d let me.” 
 
    While I knew his obsession with my mother was rightfully rooted in how gorgeous she was, it still never failed to disgust me. “First of all, that’s gross. Second of all, my mom was completely out of control. I mean, twerkin’ on Auntie Sheri’s Facebook Live? For all of their former coworkers to see?” 
 
    Instead of agreeing, he only laughed. “You couldn’t even tell it was her in that damn onesie.” 
 
    “They were literally chanting “Go Annie”,” I reminded him, knowing if nothing else that made it the most obvious. 
 
    “Enough about them though, where the hell were you at?” he asked, the question making me cringe since the answer was… complicated. 
 
    “I went home early,” I answered plainly, taking a sip of the mimosa that was way more champagne than orange juice.  
 
    How they were able to drink anything other than water after last night, I wasn’t sure. But no matter how much I focused on them and their business, Khalid was still focused on me and mine when he mocked, “I went home early.” Making me roll my eyes as he continued, “I know your mom wasn’t lettin’ you leave the party early without a good reason, so…” 
 
    “Chance Washington.” 
 
    His face scrunched when he leaned in and repeated, “Chance Washington? Eric’s homie? I thought he lived out of town somewhere.” 
 
    With my glass near my lips, I explained, “He does. But he’s here on an assignment for work and we had... quite a night. I actually left him at my house this morning since his ass was sleeping like a log on my couch, and the both of us showing up late together wouldn’t have been a good look.”  
 
    “The both of y’all leaving the party early together probably wasn’t the best look either, but that sure didn’t stop you,” Khalid challenged, only making me cringe yet again since… he was right. 
 
    Still, I somehow found a way to defend my actions when I replied, “It was his fault! I was, you know, playing it cool, taking it easy, keepin’ it cute, not tryna be too thirsty. Then he told my mom - not me, my mom - that he was giving me a ride home so… I went with it. Everybody was so drunk by then, I’m sure no one even noticed we were gone.”  
 
    “Nah, that’s just what you hope. And with a house full of aunties, you know somebody’s nosey ass peeped game,” he said, once again being spot on. Though I, at least, knew exactly who that person was.  
 
    How much of it she remembered was the question.  
 
    “I mean, he told my mom so she knew of course. But she was also good and faded by then, not to mention she was wrapped up in some new dude named Stevie who I just met for the first time last night. He’s probably still around here somewhere,” I said, peeking around the tame crowd of familiar faces and not immediately finding him… or my mother. 
 
    There were only a few conclusions that could explain their absence together. And while I was already busy being grossed out by the possibilities, Khalid’s face went into a pout. “What? My baby was cheatin’ on me last night? You ain’t tell me all that.” 
 
    “Boy, shut up,” I said with a laugh, tossing a hand at him before I took another sip of my mimosa.  
 
    But Khalid was still selling his sadness, putting a hand to his chest in mourning when he asked, “My heart is broken and that’s all you got? You ain’t a real one, LoLo.” 
 
    Once again, I could only laugh at how ridiculous he was being. Though I was also quick to remind him, “Dude, I got your ungrateful ass a job and I’m not real?” 
 
    His little brokenhearted act fell instantly as he reached to steal a piece of bacon from what was left on my plate and replied, “That overnight rent-a-cop shit is kinda trash though. I mean, I can only watch so many videos on YouTube before I start dozing off at the desk. Which, by the way, did you know male seahorses give birth? Like two thousand little niggas at a time too!” 
 
    This time, I really bust out laughing at his enthusiasm. “Khalid, why the hell were you even watching that?”  
 
    He shrugged, shaking his head as he explained, “Boredom will lead you down quite a dark path.” Making me shake my head to agree as I listened to him go on. “But, let me be clear. I’m definitely grateful you hooked me up down at your spot. So thank you, Londyn,” he sang, reaching over to give me a little kiss on the cheek that made me wrinkle my nose in faux-disgust. 
 
    When I first met Khalid back in college years ago, that kiss might’ve set my whole little world on fire. He was the finest dude on my coed dorm floor with abs out of this world since he always seemed to have his shirt off, a personality made for entertainment, and struggle locs he had just started with the school year.  
 
    Since I just so happened to be the only girl around who knew how to give a good retwist without charging him much of anything, we became friends fast. And then I developed a crush that Khalid played into on occasion until being forced to set me straight; admitting that while he found me attractive too, he valued the friendship we had developed too much to mess that up. 
 
    Back then, I didn’t fully understand it. Went through the whole, “what’s wrong with me” to, “he must be on the down low” back to, “what’s wrong with me” thing. But as the years passed, I was glad I hadn’t pressed it beyond that since the friendship we had now was truly irreplaceable. Not to mention, Khalid was a borderline fuckboy who had dropped out after our sophomore year to pursue a music career that never quite manifested beyond the local scene. But at least he was still doing okay for himself, and he was still my annoying ass best friend that I could talk to about whatever, and my skills over the years had led him to a beautiful head of hair.  
 
    In fact, I couldn’t help tugging at one of the free locs resting beyond his shoulders when I replied, “You’re welcome, Khalid.” But then I almost yanked it out completely once I looked beyond him and saw who was finally making an appearance, looking even better than I’d left him this morning now that he was all cleaned up. “Oh God, he’s here. How do I look?” I asked, sitting up a little straighter in my seat as I watched him and Eric laugh it up about something. 
 
    “As ugly as usual since you wanna pull my damn hair out,” Khalid grunted, checking his roots before peeking in the direction I was looking to ask, “Has this nigga always looked like Odell Beckham without the blonde, or am I trippin’?”  
 
    While I could certainly see the resemblance, especially after Eric had said the same thing last night at the party, I still whisper-yelled, “Who cares!” Quickly turning away once I realized, “Shit, here he comes.” 
 
    Khalid was halfway focused on the bacon, halfway focused on my freak out when Chance finally passed us, offering nothing more than a simple head nod my way before continuing on towards the living room. 
 
    “Did he really just…” 
 
    I didn’t even get to finish my thought when Khalid started laughing. “Damnnnn. You must’ve had him burnin’ when he peed this morning or somethin’.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Khalid,” I snarled, throwing a jab at his shoulder before peeking in the other room to see Chance greeting all of the other women with much more enthusiasm. 
 
    “So what the hell was that about?” I thought to myself, turning back to ask Khalid, “Should I go say something? I don’t even know what to say. Like… what was that?”  
 
    The interaction was only a mere few seconds, but those few seconds were enough to have me shook since it didn’t make any sense after the time we had shared last night. Though Khalid attempted to bring some clarity when he replied, “If you’re asking me to translate, it’d probably be something like, “Thanks for the pussy, but I’m good on you”.  Or maybe even a simple, “Bros before...”” 
 
    I held up my hand to cut him off. “Okay, okay. I get it. But I still don’t completely understand. I mean, I pulled out some of my best tricks and everything.” …and had the soreness all over to show for it. 
 
    “Shit. In that case, ol’ boy probably thinks your little ass is too damn freaky,” Khalid replied with another laugh, the fact that he could find anything about this funny only annoying me even more.  
 
    Instead of sitting around just to be the butt of his jokes, I stood up from my seat, running my hands against my dress to smooth it out as I decided, “I’m gonna go say something.” 
 
    Khalid stood up to join me, though his mission was a little different when he added, “And I’m gonna go get my damn woman back from whoever this Stevelle nigga is.” 
 
    “Stevie, fool,” I corrected, though that was probably the smallest thing wrong compared to the other part of what he had said.  
 
    But my correction didn’t matter anyway once he replied, “More like, Stev-get the fuck outta my way, playboy.” Before taking off towards the room my mother and her little friend had magically rejoined everyone else in.  
 
    Unfortunately, I didn’t have the capacity to investigate their little situation, too caught up in my own drama as he just so happened to walk his fine ass back through the kitchen. And he was getting ready to blow past me once again until I stopped him with a hand against his chest. 
 
    My voice was low, trying not to draw too much attention when I said, “Hey. You good?” 
 
    He peeked down at my hand before peeking back up at my face to shrug. “I’m chillin’. What’s up?” 
 
    “Yeah, what’s up Londyn,” I thought, quickly realizing that not coming into this conversation with any sort of plan was a terrible idea. Still, I tried to play it cool, dropping my hand to my side as I pushed out, “Nothin’. I guess I was just… making sure we were good.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t we be?” he asked, his piqued eyebrow enough to have me wondering had I only imagined his cold shoulder.  
 
    But then Khalid’s laugh of a reaction played in my head, giving me the confidence to respond, “You didn’t speak when you came in.” 
 
    “Yeah, cause you were occupied.” 
 
    “Occupied?” I asked with an awkward laugh. “I was literally just sitting there talking to my friend.” 
 
    “Oh, so he’s your friend, huh? I’d hate to be him,” he replied, moving past me again towards what was left of the food. 
 
    “And what’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, leaning against the countertop nearby as I watched him throw together a plate. 
 
    He didn’t stop assembling it to answer, “I’m sayin’, if I was feelin’ somebody, I’d hate to find out she was all over somebody else just the night before and was referring to me as just a friend.” 
 
    My face scrunched when I repeated, “Feelin’ somebody? Khalid is not… wait. Are you jealous?” 
 
    Instead of answering my question, he dug in his pocket, then stuffed the key ring I had left him in my hand. “Here’s your key, Londyn.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh, you are jealous,” I said with a laugh, tickled to no end since I had been the one pressed about the whole situation just moments before.  
 
    Little did I know, I was far from alone. Though Chance still tried to play it off when he insisted, “Man, ain’t nobody jealous. I got what I wanted and you got yours too. If anything, I feel bad for the kid cause he definitely won’t be able to measure up whenever he gets his chance.” 
 
    His arrogance had me hot all over again, ready to blow this joint the same way we had done the night before. But since being too anxious - too eager - hadn’t done anything other than stress me out for no good reason, I decided to play right into his little theory, sidling up next to him to reply, “You’re so convinced he’s after me when he could’ve very well been before you…” 
 
    “What?” he asked, the tightening in his jawline enough to let me know I had hit a nerve.  
 
    And with that, I took a page from his book, changing the subject as I patted a hand against his shoulder and said, “Thanks for bringing my key, Chance.” Before leaving the kitchen for good.  
 
    & 
 
    “So you ready to tell me what happened between you and Ellen’s boy last night, or you think I forgot?” 
 
    My mother and I were supposed to be doing a last check of the Airbnb, making sure we got all of our things out, making sure we didn’t leave any damages and hiding the spots that we did. But instead, she was watching me do everything by myself while she grilled me about Chance. 
 
    At least, she called herself trying, to which I replied, “Forgot what?” 
 
    “Little girl, don’t you play with me. I sent you home in the hands of a good lookin’ young man expecting a story to come out of it. So spill it,” she demanded, leaning against the door frame of one of the bedrooms while I checked the corners and crevices. 
 
    Thankfully, I didn’t have to look at her, hyperfocused on the task at hand of checking under one of the beds when I lied, “There’s nothing to tell. Chance was a complete gentleman.” 
 
    “Well true complete gentlemen deliver complete orgasms.” 
 
    “Mama!” I screeched, snapping my head up only to find her snickering at my reaction.  
 
    Then she shrugged, stepping deeper into the room to reply, “I’m just saying. He looks… healthy. Strong. Virile. And I know you didn’t fall too far from the tree.” 
 
    “Is that your way of saying you played Mrs. Officer with Stevie last night?” I asked with a snicker of my own when I pulled out a pair of handcuffs that were tucked underneath the mattress. Something that might’ve grossed me out if they hadn’t come at the perfect time to take the attention off of me and put it on her.  
 
    But I shouldn’t have been surprised when she easily brushed off any possible embarrassment, snatching them from my hand as she repeated, “Mrs. Officer? Girl, I was the officer, the sheriff, the chief, the detective…” 
 
    “Okay, okay. I get it. You had a good time.” 
 
    She nodded, emphasizing, “I had a great time. Stevie just makes me feel so… young again.” 
 
    There was a glow about her smile that I hadn’t seen since… well, the last guy she called herself getting busy with. And while I was tempted to ask if she was at least serious about this one, I instead focused on the other part of her statement to insist, “You’re not even that old.” 
 
    “Oh, but I am. Just because I give you young girls a run for your money doesn’t mean I haven’t been on this earth for double the time with two grown ass children to show for it,” she replied, making me smile since I was certainly proud to be one of her grown ass children. 
 
    Sure, my mother had her fun, lived her life to the fullest, and maybe made some questionable decisions along the way. But she was a damn good mom; my biggest fan, my loudest cheerleader, the one who made sure I had everything I needed and more growing up, even without always having the full support from my dad or Eric’s. And so, if Officer Stevie was responsible for her glow, I had no problem going along with it. 
 
    For now.  
 
    “Well, if he makes you happy, I’m happy for you,” I told her, abandoning the bedroom to check the next. 
 
    She was right on my heels when she added, “And if Chance didn’t make you happy last night, you let me know so I won’t invite him or his cheapskate mama to any more of my events. You know that woman had the nerve to take a whole pan of sausage home with her today? Talkin’ about she was going to take it down to the homeless shelter so it wouldn’t go to waste. Oh, it’s going to a waist alright. Hers.” 
 
    A laugh slipped out before I could contain it, though I was still sure to ask, “Mama, I thought you liked Miss. Ellen?”   
 
    “Oh, I love her like a sister. I just wish she’d stop being so frugal all the time like Chuck didn’t leave her a nice lump sum when he passed away.”  
 
    “A nice lump sum was the least he could do…” I muttered, the stories about Chance’s father from back in the day enough to scar the heart of anyone who knew.  
 
    Simply put, I strongly hoped Chance had fallen as far as possible from that tree.  
 
    Of course my mother didn’t indulge me, snapping her fingers as she replied, “Nu uh. Grown folks’ business.” 
 
    Once again, I could only laugh, quick to remind her, “You just called me grown a minute ago, and now I can’t speak on it? You wanna be all in me and Chance’s business, but I can’t be in y’all’s? I mean, you really think I just plugged my ears over the years every time it was brought up that he was...” 
 
    “Mama, you’re viral!”  
 
    “What?” we both asked at once, watching as Eric jogged into the room with his phone in his hand before he explained, “Auntie Sheri’s video has been shared all over the internet! Black Twitter is havin’ a field day!” 
 
    While I took the phone to see… thousands of retweets already? Seriously? My mother asked, “Black Twitter? What the hell is a, Black Twitter? I thought it was only on Facebook Live.” 
 
    He nodded, giving her the most basic tutorial on social media when he answered, “It was, but someone ripped the footage to share it everywhere else.” 
 
    The more I scrolled, the crazier the tweets seemed to get, my eyes wide as I started reading them out loud.  
 
    “OMG! This is sooo gonna be me in a few years! Hashtag Auntie Goals.” 
 
    “How she twerk better than me though? Hashtag dead.” 
 
    “Yoooo, whose mom is this?! I wanna be her friend in real life!” 
 
    “I need me a mature ratchet bae like this.” 
 
    That one made my mother gasp, a hand to her chest as she said, “Mature?” 
 
    “Weren’t you just in here talking about how old you felt?” I reminded her, going back to the tweets that all seemed to carry the same general tone - they were impressed with my mother’s ability to shake her ass. 
 
    But of course she didn’t see it that way, too caught up on someone acknowledging her age - even in a mostly-complimentary fashion - when she insisted, “That’s for me to say, not these… strangers.”  
 
    “Wait. Even Zalayah retweeted this?!” I asked, checking to make sure the account was verified before reading the tweet out loud.  
 
    “Someone find her for me. I need this choreography in my show ASAP.”  
 
    “Real superstars recognize other superstars,” my mother said with a shrug and a smirk, making Eric and I both laugh as I handed Eric his phone back.  
 
    He was back to scrolling the same way I had, his eyes glowing with amusement as he replied, “You’re like… legit internet famous, ma. For twerkin’ in a snow bunny pajama onesie. This is wild.” 
 
    I couldn’t have agreed more, especially since I had just learned about the video earlier today and now it was already in the face of millions. But my mother seemed unfazed, giving a wave of her hand as she led us back downstairs. “Ahh, these things happen then they blow right on over. I’m sure they’ll be moved onto someone else come morning.” 
 
    “Or... you’ll be even more famous and they’ll be inviting you to come do twerk tutorials on TV,” I teased, already imagining the daytime talk show tour all viral folks seemed to get when there wasn’t shit else to talk about.  
 
    Though, being who my mother was, I was hardly surprised when she replied, “The only way I’d ever do that is if it’s a show on WAWG. Not one of these… other networks. Lord knows I’d hate to be responsible for white women thinking they suddenly know how to dance.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure if I wanted to die of laughter from her shade or be proud of the fact that she was only taking her talents to the black-owned network, We All We Got. But I only had a quick chance to do both once I heard Eric say, “Well Nubia Perry, owner of the network, just retweeted the video so…” 
 
    “Nubia Perry?! You know that’s my girl!” my mother squealed with excitement, snatching Eric’s phone to see it for herself. And while I wasn’t sure what having a viral star for a mother would mean in the long run, I was glad she had stolen the show, allowing the whole “Chance” thing to slip from her mind with ease.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    A fresh start was exactly what I needed. 
 
    After the crazy events of the weekend - getting into town, being whisked to Miss. Annie’s party by my mother, leaving Miss. Annie’s crazy party to hook up with my best friend’s little sister, letting her ruin my damn life in the best way possible just like she said she would, waking up to her empty house and a note teasing me about what she had done, then finding her at brunch getting kissed on by some other dude -, I was more than happy to be back in my element at work, even if the environment was completely different than what I was used to.  
 
    But at least behind the computer, I knew what I was doing, I felt like myself, I felt… in control. Because of all the things that had transpired between Londyn and I over the weekend, that was the one thing that left me completely unsettled. The fact that no matter what I did, no matter how I called myself taking charge of the situation, she continuously found a way to get the upperhand, doing things that kept me on edge when I wasn’t even supposed to be checkin’ for her like that.  
 
    I mean, it shouldn’t have been anything for me to leave her place after getting my rocks off since that was usually the move anyway. But her being the one to try and kick me out was what had me challenging her for more, pleading my case as to why she should let me stay when it should’ve been the other way around - her begging me for more. I shouldn’t have even cared that she had a little dude chasing after her at brunch since it wasn’t any of my business and she obviously wasn’t feeling him enough to stop me. But for whatever reason, I was bothered seeing her parade him in front of the family - parade him in front of me - as if I hadn’t been the one bringing that same smile to her face just the night before.  
 
    And then for her to poke fun at a jealousy I didn’t even recognize myself? 
 
    That’s how I really knew I was buggin’, especially since it was her of all people who had brought it out of me. I mean, this was Londyn; a familiar face, someone I had grown up with, someone I should’ve been… immune to. But it also shouldn’t have taken long for me to realize that was the furthest thing from the truth, particularly after she did that thing with her tongue I couldn’t erase from my memory if I wanted to. 
 
    Between that and the flexibility she hadn’t lost since her cheerleader days, I would’ve been lying if I didn’t admit wanting to do it all over again; wanting to explore her in new ways time hadn’t allowed the other night. But since that wasn’t a real option without losing my damn dignity - and maybe a best friend - in the process, I knew I had to chill; stay focused on what I was here for and get back out of town before I got myself caught up in a situation I didn’t belong. 
 
    Of course that didn’t mean things would go as easily as planned, the presence of the devil lurking the second I stepped foot in the cafeteria the entire building shared for lunch. And while the possibility hadn’t even crossed my mind before, I shouldn’t have been surprised to see Londyn there, sharing a booth with a few of the guys I had met earlier that day.  
 
    Many questions came to mind; mainly how us working in the same building hadn’t ever come up. But I quickly found myself enthralled by her presence the same way the entire table seemed to be, hanging onto words I couldn’t even hear from afar just because they looked so good falling from her lips.  
 
    Damn.  
 
    As if she could feel me watching her, her eyes flashed in my direction, a sneaky little grin growing on her face once she recognized it was me before she quickly returned to the conversation she was having. And though I wasn’t sure what to make of the look, I knew it was best if I minded my own business, ignoring it to grab some food before finding a seat clear across the cafeteria.  
 
    Even with the distance, I still found myself watching her, observing the way she commanded the table like it was her boardroom and she was the boss, noting the way each guy seemed to be taking turns trying to outdo the other to get her attention. And I was especially attentive when she stood up to leave the table, peeping how all of their eyes went straight to her ass the second she started walking away before they huddled in closer to discuss it.  
 
    But I was so focused on them that I hadn’t even realized she was, in fact, heading in my direction, my eyes immediately falling to my sandwich until she asked, “Having trouble making friends?” 
 
    I shrugged, peeking up at her with a sarcastic smile to answer, “Nah. I just enjoy my solitude.” 
 
    She smiled back, a smug one, sliding into the chair opposite of mine as I went back to my sandwich and tried to act as nonchalant about her presence as she had mine. But just when I thought I had a handle on this whole thing, she somehow managed to pull the rug right from up under me when she replied, “Me too. Especially in the mornings. It’s truly amazing what a showerhead at just the right pressure can do.” 
 
    Memories of the faces she made when she came, the faces she had surely made for herself this morning, had me shifting to adjust myself in my seat as I warned, “Londyn, chill.” 
 
    But of course she didn’t back down, leaning into the table to whisper, “I thought about you.” My eyebrow piquing as she continued, “This morning. You got me there. So thank you.”  
 
    “You’re welcome?” I replied as more of a question since I wasn’t sure how to take the information. I mean, on one hand I was flattered, glad that the memories were still as fresh for her as they were for me. But on the other hand, I was annoyed with myself for, once again, letting her dominate the direction of our conversation, especially in a place like this where there wasn’t much I could do about it. 
 
    I was grateful when she at least took the conversation to something more work appropriate, sitting back in her seat to ask, “Why didn’t you tell me your assignment was here? We could’ve carpooled or somethin’.” 
 
    “Last time I was in a car with you, it didn’t go so well,” I replied, taking a bite of my sandwich to fight against another flood of pleasant memories. 
 
    But the second she licked her lips, I knew I had gotten myself caught right back in her web, watching as she leaned back in to ask, “It didn’t? Cause if I remember correctly, you had my whole…” 
 
    “Aight, aight. You made your point.” 
 
    She smiled that wicked smile, clearly pleased with herself when she asked, “So… when are we gonna pick up where we left off?” 
 
    With my attention on my sandwich, it was much easier to answer, “Never. It was a one-time thing. A mistake. Something I don’t think your little boyfriend would appreciate.” 
 
    While the reminder of him only had me bothered all over again, it was the best card I had, at the top of the list of reasons keeping me from going back for more. But unfortunately for me, the mention of him only made Londyn chuckle as she repeated, “My little boyfriend? You’re really going there again?”  
 
    “I am. That shit ain’t cool LoLo, and you know it,” I told her, for whatever reason sticking up for him in his absence, though it was really more like I was using him as a shield.  
 
    A shield that didn’t deter Londyn at all when she agreed, “You’re right. It wouldn’t be cool if he was actually my boyfriend, but he’s not. He’s just my friend. My best friend.” 
 
    The whole boy and girl being best friends thing had always thrown me for a loop, finding it hard to believe that the two could be so close without one of them catching feelings. But then I remembered her little jab from brunch, giving me all the ammunition I needed to fire back, “Your best friend that was conveniently before me, right?” 
 
    Instead of being fazed by the reminder, she smirked. “I only said that to see you get, well, like this. It’s funny to me.” 
 
    “It’s funny to you?” I asked with a scowl, watching her nod with satisfaction before I threatened, “Man, I’m not about to play these games with you, Londyn.” 
 
    “You’re the only one playing, Chance. Acting like you don’t want me when we both know you do. Calling what we did a mistake when you know good and well you haven’t stopped thinking about it; thinking about me. Trying to come up with every weak ass excuse you can not to go there again just because you hate yourself for liking it so much; hate yourself for wanting more. But you know what? If that’s how you wanna do this, fine. My options don’t stop at you.” 
 
    She was spot on in every way, something that only frustrated me even more since I hadn’t expected her to pick up on all of that so easily. But it was clear I wasn’t fuckin’ with any amateur no matter how much our few years in age difference might’ve said otherwise, especially when she called herself ending the conversation by standing up to leave. 
 
    “So it’s like that?” I asked the second she moved to take a step away, my words thankfully enough to stop her in her tracks. 
 
    But when she turned back my way, her face was more neutral than the smirk I was hoping for. Though it made sense once she replied, “You’re making it that way, Chance. I mean, the opportunity is right here in front of you and you’re just… blowing it.” 
 
    Was I blowing it? 
 
    I wasn’t quite sure. But something about the way she said it had me reconsidering what I thought was a solid decision; at least enough for me to ask, “Just what kind of opportunity are you offering?” 
 
    Instead of answering my question, she dug in her purse and pulled out a card, setting it on the table as she replied, “I have to get back to work. But if you’re really interested in the answer to that question, hit me up.” Then she walked away, leaving me to watch her every step just like she had with the others.  
 
    Her options.  
 
    & 
 
    I wanted to hit her up. 
 
    I wanted to hit her up so damn bad, but my pride wouldn’t let me; too busy battling with the fact that Londyn had once again managed to one up me by putting the ball in my court and forcing me to figure out what to do with it. She was so good at that shit; taking things to the next level any time I thought I was on steady ground, any time I thought I had control. And while I knew completely avoiding her for the next month and a half wasn’t really an option, it seemed like the only thing that would keep me safe. 
 
    Well, either that or taking her heads-on which meant taking her up on the “opportunity” I still didn’t fully understand. I mean, it wasn’t like a whole ass relationship based on one fuck was even on the table. Then again, it really didn’t seem like that was what Londyn was after. She seemed to be more interested in just… resuming what we’d already kind of started; sexing each other crazy in secret because our bodies told us to without bothering with all the extra frilly shit.  
 
    That, I could probably get with. 
 
    But instead of making that decision while she still had me horny beyond belief from our brief interaction at work, I decided to sit on it, making my way to my mother’s house which was something I knew would take my mind off of everything Londyn. At least that’s what I thought until I saw her mother sitting on the porch with mine the second I pulled up.  
 
    I knew Londyn and Miss.Annie were close, so I could only imagine how much she already knew about what had happened that night. But I certainly wasn’t giving her any more than I had to, attempting to keep the conversation about her when I approached and said, “Dang, Miss. Annie. Can I get your autograph? You’re all famous now.” 
 
    Though I hadn’t seen it live at the party, I totally understood why the video of her twerkin’ had gone viral; Miss. Annie putting on an impressive show, her age be damned. I mean, it was no secret where Londyn got her… everything from, even when she brushed me off to say, “Oh boy, stop it. I was just telling your mother I wish there was some money tied to all these shares and retweets. I’d be filthy rich if that were the case.” 
 
    “Maybe somebody will put you in their music video,” I teased, pulling her into a quick hug when she stood up, then bending down to give my mother a quick hello and kiss on the cheek.  
 
    I hadn’t meant to bust up their little girls’ party, but I felt relieved when Miss. Annie said, “Well let me get on out of here. I know y’all have work to do. At least, I hope y’all do so I can actually step foot in this dump without a mask and a hard hat on one day.” 
 
    Instead of being offended, my mother only laughed. “Annie, don’t you start now. Chance and I are going to have this place whipped into shape in no time at all.” 
 
    Since my mother hadn’t made any official plans for the house, bought any tools, nor invested in any real supplies, I didn’t understand why she sounded so sure about getting her fixer-upper in true livable condition during the little time I’d be in town. And it seemed as if Miss. Annie felt the same way I did when she leaned in to whisper in my ear, “Hours and invoice, Chance. Don’t forget it.” Making me laugh as she bid us both a goodbye. 
 
    I thought seeing her pull off meant I was in the clear as far as her daughter was concerned. But I quickly learned my mother had plans of her own when, the second I sat down in the chair Miss. Annie had been occupying, she said, “Annie was just telling me you gave her daughter a ride home from the party the other night. That was certainly nice of you.” 
 
    “It was nothin’. Just being the fine gentleman you taught me to be,” I replied with a smirk, hoping my compliment was enough to distract her. 
 
    It wasn’t, her lips pursed as she side-eyed me and groaned, “Mmhm. Is there something I need to know about?” 
 
    “What you mean?” I asked, playing as dumb as the doorknobs she had yet to buy for the three bedrooms and two bathrooms.  
 
    “I mean, Little LoLo ain’t so little anymore,” she replied with a smirk of her own, letting me know exactly where her head was at.  
 
    But, just like with Miss. Annie, I refused to give her any more than I had to when I said, “Nah, she’s not. But I still don’t know what that has to do with anything.” 
 
    “I’m just saying. She’s a beautiful girl. Just like her mama.” 
 
    There was no denying any parts of that since Londyn had always been gorgeous. But once I saw the twinkle in my mother’s eye as if she thought she was on to something, I knew I had no choice but to nip things in the bud before she got too deep.  
 
    “If this is going where I think it’s going, you can stop while you’re ahead. Ain’t nobody checkin’ for Miss. Annie’s daughter,” I told her, which was the truth… before I came to town.  
 
    Now she was the only thing on my mind, the feel of her still ingrained on my fingertips just waiting until I could touch her again.  
 
    And I would touch her again. 
 
    With us running in the same circle and now working at the same place, it was only a matter of time before I’d find myself right back swept up in her aura. But for now, my little act had at least been convincing enough for my mother to move right on and ask, “So you wouldn’t mind if I hooked you up with someone then? I mean, I know you’re only here for a little while, but I think it’d be nice for you to have someone to keep you company up in that fancy schmancy hotel suite. Maybe someone you can take back with you.” 
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised that my mother called herself playing matchmaker, making me chuckle when I replied, “Mama, you gotta chill. I’m here for work and for you. That’s it.” 
 
    “Well I already invited her over to help us so…” she muttered, averting her eyes until I shouted her name. And even then, her face was scrunched as if I was the one out of line when she continued, “What? I’m not getting any younger and neither are you believe it or not. It’s time to start working on a little family of your own. 
 
    “Who did you invite over, ma?” I asked as plainly as I could, trying not to be too upset with her since I knew her intentions were good.  
 
    At least that’s what I thought until she answered, “It’s just that Michelle girl you went to homecoming and prom with. She’s my teller at the bank now, and when I told her you were back in town, she said she just had to come see you so…” 
 
    Of all the people she could’ve invited, Michelle was literally the last person on the list of those I would’ve expected her to. Not that anything was wrong with her looks-wise; that was the main thing that had my shallow, horny ass fuckin’ with her back then. But there was definitely a reason why I’d left her in the past; her attitude was horrible. 
 
    I was almost positive she still acted the same way now that she had back then, the thought alone giving me a headache when I groaned, “I can’t believe you, mama. Why didn’t you at least ask me first?” 
 
    Of course she was quick to defend, “I didn’t think it was a big deal! I mean, you already dated the girl once. A little rekindling never hurt anybody.”  
 
    “I’m not trying to rekindle shit,” I snapped, wishing I would’ve caught myself the second I saw my mother’s eyes tighten in response. 
 
    “Boy, you better watch your mouth.” 
 
    I held up my hands to apologize. “My bad. I’m sorry. But seriously, ma. Michelle and I are… we’re just… different. Meaning I’m good where I’m at and she’s, probably good in her little bubble too. No need to intersect, or revive, or whatever you wanna call it.”  
 
    Instead of agreeing, she patted a hand against my knee when she replied, “Well we’ll just have to see if you still feel the same way when she gets here.” Then she stood up, walking into her death trap of a house and leaving me to figure out the rest.  
 
    This was some bullshit. 
 
    I thought about leaving, letting my mother deal with Michelle and whatever work she planned on starting on the house today. But since I could only imagine how badly she would overreact to me hanging her out to dry, I remained on the porch, pulling out my phone to waste some time before I’d be facing whatever my mother had gotten me into.  
 
    Unfortunately, pulling out my phone only got me right back into the other trouble I was still trying to sort out, a follower request sitting on my private Instagram leading me down the dark path of Londyn’s very-much public world. From regular selfies to obvious thirst traps, every picture seemed better than the one before it. And while it shouldn’t have even mattered who was in the comments pumping her head up, I couldn’t help noticing the way her “best friend” always showed up with everything from heart-eyed emojis to water drops to… tongues? 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    Before I could get pissed - then deal with the fact that I felt a way at all - the honk of a car horn stole my attention, my eyes watching intently as she turned the car off and climbed out with a bigger smile on her face than I’d seen all four years of high school.  
 
    “Chance Washington. I can’t believe it’s really you. It’s been so long,” she gushed as she made her way up the porch, dressed ready for work in a pair of raggedy jeans, tennis shoes, and a flannel shirt.  
 
    She looked… good.  
 
    “I see mama wasn’t playin’ about putting you to work. You lookin’ straight outta Flip or Flop and shit,” I teased, pulling her into a hug and taking notice of the way her body had improved over the years.  
 
    Not quite like Londyn’s, but… shit, stop comparing.  
 
    While I was still in my head, my mother made her way out of the house, a little too excited to see us embracing when she squealed, “Oh good! You two are playing nice.” 
 
    Michelle stepped away, keeping her hand against my back to reply, “Of course, Miss. Ellen. No matter the distance, it’s always been love between Chance and I.” 
 
    “Or was never love at all…” I thought, only offering a smile instead of correcting her. But if a few hours of manual labor and dealing with an old ex was what it took to see my mother beaming with happiness, I was willing to make the sacrifice. Especially if it kept me from thinking about Londyn, even if I knew it was only a matter of time before I caved.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Londyn 
 
    He hadn’t called. 
 
    He hadn’t called, he hadn’t texted, he had approved my follower request on Instagram and followed me back, but that was the most action Chance had given me since I left things up to him. In fact, it almost seemed as if he was purposely going out of his way to avoid me, not even showing up to the cafeteria at work outside of the one time I saw him there.  
 
    It didn’t make sense. And while I wanted to be bothered by his lack of interest, I knew I couldn’t sweat it. If he wanted to spend his time back home with blue balls, that was his choice.  
 
    Lucky for me, I had someone to keep me company regardless, even if that meant dragging him to the nail salon on a Saturday afternoon for pedicures. It wasn’t the first time I had invited Khalid along, but it was the first time he had agreed to come. And even though he still wasn’t convinced he would enjoy the experience, I was just happy to have someone to gossip with instead of spending the time entire reading the captions of whatever Lifetime movie was on the television.  
 
    “Should I do white? I feel like I always do white,” I asked as I scanned the rows upon rows of polishes, the different variations of red all beginning to blend together.  
 
    Of course Khalid didn’t care either way, already bored with the wait when he answered, “Not a single color over here will make your dogs look any better, so you might as well just cover your eyes and throw a dart.” 
 
    “You’re such a hater,” I groaned, throwing an elbow his way before grabbing the white polish just as the bell over the door rang to signal another customer. But it wasn’t just any customer, more like a familiar face I gladly hadn’t seen in years; her arrogant smirk alone enough to make my skin crawl as she gave one of the nail techs air kisses before marching my direction.  
 
    With every one of her confident strides, I felt myself growing smaller and smaller the same way I used to back in school. But then I remembered this wasn’t the halls of Windsor High, we were very much on a level playing field, and the only reason she was still trying her hardest to stunt on me was because she was jealous I had taken her spot as captain on the cheerleading squad when I was a freshman and she was a senior. 
 
    Petty high school shit like we weren’t grown as hell now. 
 
    Just the thought had me rolling my eyes, though I still braced myself for whatever she planned to throw my way. And I was hardly surprised when she went with the one thing she knew annoyed the shit out of me. “Well if it isn’t little Eric. Glad to see you finally grew into that head of yours.” 
 
    “And it looks like you’ve just about grown out of yours,” was the comeback I had in my head, but it would’ve been a lie since Michelle looked... great.  
 
    How annoying. 
 
    Instead of stooping to her level with insults, I matched her smirk with one of my own. “Hello to you too, Michelle. I would say it’s good to see you, but you and I both know that’d be a lie.”  
 
    It wasn’t that I completely hated Michelle. I guess I just hated what she always tried to emulate. The mean girl, the wanna-be bougie, the… what the hell did Chance ever see in her?  
 
    He had always been so chill, so laid back, even while being the big man on campus. And she had always been so… extra. The Queen Bee type who apparently still kept a crowd of yes-girls around her since her weave was looking a little suspect.  
 
    It was the same hair she used to argue was all hers as if we all couldn’t see her poor attempts at blending it. And while I was tempted to comment on the fact that she still hadn’t learned her lesson, I was forced out of my thoughts when she finally spoke again. “I saw your mother’s video. I see she hasn’t changed a bit. Always so desperate for attention.” 
 
    Khalid’s eyes flashed my way as if he was already prepared to pull my hands out of her raggedy ass weave when I dragged her for talking shit about my mother. But since I knew that was exactly where she wanted me, I simply shrugged when I replied, “Takes one to know one, Shelly.” 
 
    Instead of responding, she only wrinkled her nose at me, saved by the nail techs who were ready for Khalid and I. But it was just my luck that Michelle was seated only a few pedicure chairs over, eventually joined by a girl I remembered from her clique.  
 
    No wonder her ass hasn’t grown up.  
 
    While I had brought Khalid with me specifically for conversation, I couldn’t help eavesdropping on theirs, especially once I heard what I wished I hadn’t. 
 
    “Your girl is finally about to be Mrs. Washington.”  
 
    “Girl, bye. Chance is way too smart to fall for your nice girl bullshit.” 
 
    “Well all that faking orgasms over the years must’ve improved my acting skills because he was all over me when I was helping him and his mama work on her house. Had a bitch removing drywall better than Tim “The Toolman” Taylor.” 
 
    “That white man from Home Improvement? Bitch, you’re crazy.”  
 
    “I must be. Doin’ construction for the D…” she sang, her friend joining her in one of those too loud for public laughs that had the whole shop looking their direction. Even Khalid was throwing a side eye their way, the noise apparently disrupting the relaxation groove I hadn’t even realized he was in.  
 
    Because you should’ve been minding your own business, Londyn.  
 
    Since it was his first time, I couldn’t help teasing, “Well, well, well. Look who’s enjoying nail shop time with bestie after all.” 
 
    “Nah, I’m enjoying nail shop time by myself since you so busy eavesdropping on those chickenheads’ conversation,” he replied with an annoyed nod in their direction before resting his head against the back of his massage chair and closing his eyes dismissively.  
 
    Even though he was being shady, I still leaned in his direction so that I could tell him, “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.” 
 
    But when he opened his eyes, it wasn’t to accept my apology, instead so that he could ask, “Is that why you’re beefin’ with her? Cause she has him?” 
 
    While the whole idea of her “having” him wasn’t sitting quite right with me, I was still able to brush him off with ease, straightening up in my chair when I answered, “My reasons for beefin’ with her have nothing to do with him.” 
 
    “Mmmhmm. You ain’t gotta lie, LoLo. I know you. Sometimes better than you know your damn self,” he insisted, this time leaning in my direction as if he was trying to get a better read on me.  
 
    The pressure of his gaze was almost enough to have me admitting the full truth; that I certainly felt sick listening to Michelle go on and on about Chance. But that didn’t stop me from challenging, “Well tell me what I don’t know, Khalid.”  
 
    His voice was low enough to stay between us when he replied, “You want Chance, but he apparently doesn’t feel the same about you cause he’s too busy playing Habitat for Humanity and shit with ol’ girl over there.” 
 
    “So I see I wasn’t the only one eavesdropping,” I groaned with a roll of my eyes, mad he had made a big deal of me not paying him any attention as if he hadn’t been doing the same thing I was. 
 
    He at least had better reasons, quick to defend, “Shit, I ain’t have a choice. Them birds over there talkin’ all loud like they’re the only ones in here, disrupting my zen with my girl Ling here.” 
 
    “Her name is definitely Mary,” I said with a laugh, hoping she hadn’t heard his ignorant ass. 
 
    But just because I saw it as ignorance didn’t mean he saw things the same way, leaning in a little more to whisper, “Her American name is Mary. Stay woke, Londyn.”  
 
    This time, I really bust out laughing, sitting back in my seat as I said, “Anyway. I’m not trippin’ off either one of them. If that’s what he wants, more power to him.” 
 
    It sounded good coming off my lips, but I didn’t really mean it. And Khalid knew it too, laughing at me when he said, “Damn. Ol’ boy really got you big mad. Ain’t used to somebody turning your ass down, I see.” 
 
    “You turned me down, remember?” I asked with a scowl, the memory alone making me want to slap his ass the same way I wanted to in that moment. I mean, how dare he have the foresight to make a decision for us that worked out perfectly in the long run?  
 
    My scowl only made him laugh again. “Yeah, and you ain’t talk to me for a full week after. With your salty ass.”  
 
    “That shit hurt my feelings!”  
 
    “Well it would’ve hurt more if I would’ve dogged your ass out. Then who would you be at the nail shop with on this lovely Saturday afternoon?” he asked with a teasing smirk. 
 
    One I couldn’t help matching with one of my own when I answered, “Probably my sugar daddy.”  
 
    He groaned in disgust, making me laugh just as my phone vibrated in my lap. And when I picked it up, I saw it was a text from a number I didn’t have saved, though the message told me everything I needed to know about the sender.  
 
    My petty was on full tilt when I told Khalid, “All over her, but in my inbox…?” 
 
    “Word?” he asked with wide eyes as I handed him my phone to see the message for himself.  
 
    “I’m ready for that answer, Londyn.”  
 
    Since the number wasn’t saved, Khalid looked confused, handing it back while asking, “How do you know it’s him?” 
 
    While I saved the number to my contacts, I explained, “I told him to hit me up when he wanted an answer to something he asked me at work. It’s gotta be him.” 
 
    “And you’re gonna entertain that shit knowing he was messing around with ol’ girl?” Khalid asked, making way more sense than I needed him to for the situation. But it was moments like this when I appreciated his male insight, his question enough for me to at least put my phone down. 
 
    “You’re right. I’m not gonna respond… yet. Make him sweat a little bit,” I said, focusing back on my nail tech as she tickled - scrubbed - the hell out of the bottom of my foot.  
 
    Khalid wasn’t nearly as relaxed as I was, still pressed about what I thought was the right decision when he said, “Man, I hate when girls do that shit. Wanna be on y’all phones twenty-four eight. But when a nigga finally hit you on some act right, y’all play the waiting game.” 
 
    “It works though,” I insisted, having enough experience to know nothing made a man more anxious than waiting for a response.  
 
    And the reason Khalid was so pressed was because he knew it too, shaking his head as he agreed, “There’s truly nothing more humbling than waiting all day to hear back, just to be left on read by someone you’re interested in.”  
 
    “You know what else is mad annoying? When you text somebody and then you see them on social media. I mean, I’ve ignored people too because nothing is that urgent, but damn it sucks to be on the other end.” 
 
    That one really got Khalid fired up as he barked, “Man, that shit childish. Like, just tell me how you really feel. You ain’t gotta do all that.”  
 
    “So… I… shouldn’t post this picture of our feet with a heart as the caption?” I asked, already playing with the filters trying to decide which one gave the picture a more intimate feel.  
 
    It was silly. Something I wasn’t even sure Chance would see, though I was clearly on his mind according to his text. And Khalid didn’t exactly agree with the move when he answered, “Yeah, if you want ol’ boy sitting on your porch when we leave here like a damn psycho.” 
 
    The idea of Chance being that jealous only fueled my flame, giving me everything I needed to tag Khalid in the picture before pressing “Share”. And as I watched the likes start to roll in, I finally replied, “Well he should’ve thought about that before he started playing Bob the Builder with Michelle.” 
 
    & 
 
    So he wasn’t waiting on my porch when I got home, but he had sent his text again only to be met with the same thing; me ignoring him. And it felt… good to have him on his toes, felt great to stick it to Michelle even if she wasn’t aware, and it felt especially exhilarating to finally break my silence since him reaching out to me was what I wanted in the first place. But breaking my silence wasn’t synonymous with me letting him off easy, made apparent when I replied to his message with, “Who’s this?” 
 
    As if I hadn’t made him wait all day for my response, he didn’t make me wait at all, his message making me laugh since I could practically feel the tension. 
 
    “Damn. You got so many dudes hittin’ you up you don’t even know who it is?” - Chance 
 
    Knowing exactly who it was, I played right into his little assumption.  
 
    “Obviously…” - Londyn 
 
    “It’s Chance.” - Chance 
 
    With my lip pulled between my teeth as I snuggled deeper into the couch, I quickly thought of another way to tease him when I sent my next message.  
 
    “Dude #13. Funny seeing you in my inbox this evening.” - Londyn 
 
    “You told me to hit you up when I wanted an answer to my question.” - Chance 
 
    “And you must not have read the fine print on that offer. Shits expired, homie.” - Londyn 
 
    Once again, I was only teasing him, knowing there was no such thing since he could pretty much get it anytime, anywhere. But this time, instead of feeling giddy with control of the conversation, he ripped it right from me, the power in his response making me gasp… and hot all over.  
 
    “Well renew it. I want you.” - Chance 
 
    Unfortunately, his declaration wasn’t as simple as making it happen, other variables enough to cool me down as I thought about his little building buddy. And with the memory of our interaction from earlier still fresh on my mind, it was easy to fight fire with fire when I typed out my next text.  
 
    “Because Michelle already cut you off?” - Londyn 
 
    The speed of our texts back and forth had been fairly steady until I sent that one, Chance taking his dear sweet time to respond which meant he was probably trying to come up with some weak ass lie.  
 
    “And he said he’s not trash like these other dudes around here…” I thought just as his reply finally came in, my eyes squinting as I read it a few times over, trying to decide how much I wanted to tell. 
 
    “Michelle? What does she have to do with anything???” - Chance 
 
    “I saw her today at the nail shop. And she was SO excited to brag to her little friend about you being all over her at your mom’s house. Might wanna clean up your game if you’re really trying to juggle multiple women.” - Londyn 
 
    Fuckin’ with Chance exclusively while he was in town was one thing, but being a part of his hometown rotation was not going to happen. Though of course he did his best to save face when he responded. “Man, what? The only reason I touched her was to save her clumsy ass when she almost fell off the ladder.” - Chance 
 
    “She probably did that shit on purpose,” was what I wanted to reply since ol’ girl was clearly on a mission to get Chance by any means necessary. And with that in mind, it seemed plausible that that was really all that had happened between them, allowing me to relax just slightly with my next text.  
 
    “You ain’t gotta lie, Craig.” - Londyn 
 
    “LOL. Quit playin’ with me, LoLo.” - Chance 
 
    “Bonus points for understanding my movie references,” I said out loud with a smile, a little mad that he had managed to change my energy towards him so easily even when I replied, “I don’t play. That’s for children. It’s called strategy.” - Londyn 
 
    “Well can you use some of that strategy to open your front door?” - Chance 
 
    “What?” I gasped in a panic, my hands first going to my head to snatch off the scarf I had tied over my braids and my eyes flashing down to the grungy, oversized t-shirt I was wearing with a pair of Khalid’s basketball shorts I’d stolen.  
 
    The least sexiest thing possible.  
 
    It was a little embarrassing, but it would have to do. And truthfully, he still had some questions to answer before he’d ever get my full sexy again; not to mention his ass had shown up unannounced which was a complete violation.  
 
    Maybe he is a psycho after all.  
 
    As if I had forgotten about him that fast, he rang the doorbell, the noise making me jump before I took a deep breath to calm myself. I mean, this was just Chance after all. He’d seen me through plenty of sketchy phases growing up. And if he was here for what I thought he was, clothes would quickly become irrelevant anyway. 
 
    I stopped in front of the mirror to check myself one last time when the doorbell rang again, his urgency annoying me as I finally snatched the door open and barked, “Don’t you ever show up to my house without an invitation. I could have one of my dudes in here.” 
 
    I was glad I had gotten my sentence out before taking a full look at him, his casual apparel of a gray Nike Tech hoodie with matching sweatpants enough to make my mouth water as if he was standing on my porch naked.  
 
    “Might as well be,” I thought, especially when he gave me that sexy ass smirk and laugh combination to reply, “If that was the case, I would be saving you. Now let me in.” 
 
    He was already taking a step towards me when I stopped him with a simple, “No.” 
 
    “No?”  
 
    I put on my best attitude like it was a wig, straightening my stance as I repeated, “No. You don’t get to just show up and… be this fine, and smell this good, and…” shit, my wig is slipping “still not give an explanation for what took you so long to get in touch.” 
 
    Knowing he had spent time with Michelle during the interim was almost enough to make my attitude real, though Chance didn’t attribute his absence to that at all when he explained, “I had to think about it.” 
 
    “Think about it? What was there to think about? It’s as simple as your thing in mine, repeat until we both get enough.” 
 
    “So why are we still standing out here talking then?” he asked, the question so fair that I almost said fuck it and agreed with him. 
 
    But since that would’ve only made things too easy for him, I twisted my lips, averting my eyes when I pushed out, “Because… I’m not in the mood for you.” 
 
    “Well let me get you in the mood for me,” he quickly replied with another of his little smirks, taking a step closer and bending his head to land a kiss at the crook of my neck. 
 
    A kiss that I accepted - and moaned in response to - even when I groaned, “Ugh. I don’t know where your mouth has been.” 
 
    “You know where it’s about to be though,” he replied as his lips moved from my neck to my ear, tugging it between his teeth before he laughed right against it. And while I felt myself growing weaker and weaker by the second, somehow I found a last little bit of strength to make myself clear. 
 
    “I don’t share, Chance. Especially with people I don’t like.”  
 
    As if he understood exactly what I was talking about without even mentioning her name, he gave a short nod. “Good to know. Now can I put my thing in yours and repeat, or what?” 
 
    It sounded especially goofy coming from his lips, making me giggle as I stepped aside and told him, “Get your silly ass in here.”  
 
    Once he followed me in, he wasted no time attacking me from behind, completely crowding me when he draped one arm across my upper half and wrapped the other around my waist to keep me in place. And it felt insanely good to have him all around me, to be enveloped by his scent, to have his dick pressing against my back through his pants as he growled, “I’ma make you pay for duckin’ and dodgin’ me all day too. Think I ain’t see your little post on Instagram?” 
 
    “It was a cute picture, huh?” I asked teasingly, earning myself a full bite to my neck that had me closing my eyes in pleasure.  
 
    He pulled his lips away just long enough to mock, “Oh, I got your cute picture, alright…” Going back in for more as I held onto his arm while he kissed and nibbled our way to the couch. And once we were there, he was quick to get rid of his hoodie and pants, watching him undress a sight worth stopping to admire. 
 
    Though I also couldn’t help mentioning, “You probably aren’t getting this hoodie back.” 
 
    “Well go ahead and run me sixty dollars then since you wanna play sticky fingers with my shit,” he replied, making me laugh as he moved on from removing his clothes to removing mine. With his hands at the waistband of my shorts, he stopped to ask, “Who’d you get these basketball shorts from? I don’t remember you being a hooper.” 
 
    It would’ve been easy to be honest, tell him I “borrowed” them from Khalid the same way I planned on “borrowing” his hoodie. But making it easy wasn’t nearly as fun as answering, “None of your business. Just take them off.” 
 
    Instead of doing what I demanded, his face turned completely serious. “I don’t share either, Londyn.” 
 
    Seeing him all sexy, and possessive, and almost naked had me ready to hand over the lock and key to everything me without even looking back. But I somehow managed to be a little more sensible, taking a page out of his book when I answered, “Good to know. Now are you gonna get to what you’re here for, or do you need to stop and retreat to your safe space?” 
 
    He wasn’t at all fazed by my little jab, instead tugging at my shorts then my panties as he said, “You’re such an asshole, LoLo.” 
 
    “Only because you haven’t put anything in mine,” I replied, my voice muffled as I pulled my shirt over my head, leaving me as almost naked as he was.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if he was grinning in reaction to that or to what I had said. Either way, my heart started racing when he insisted, “Shit, if that’s what you want,” before grabbing me by the ankles to yank me towards the edge of the couch. Then he got rid of his boxers, the sight of his harder-than-reasonable dick only making me wetter - while also scaring the shit out of me since it definitely couldn’t fit anywhere near my asshole. But that didn’t mean I was backing down, licking my lips as I told him, “I was just joking. Maybe.” 
 
    Instead of tiptoeing around the idea like I was, he jumped right to it, his face pulled into a teasing expression when he urged, “Londyn, if you want me to fuck you in the ass, just say it. Otherwise, I’m about to tear this pussy up.” 
 
    The way he spoke of it so aggressively only made it that much more tempting. But then I looked at his dick again and... , “Uhhh… how about we stick to what I know you’re good at.” 
 
    He laughed, reaching into the pocket of his sweatpants for his wallet - and a condom -, pulling out a ribbed one to my delight as he replied, “Yeah, cause your ass is scared you won’t be able to sit down for a week.”  
 
    While I wanted to ask if he had bought those kind just for me, I was too distracted by his claims, rolling my eyes as I said, “Boy, we’re taking anal play, not ass shots.”  
 
    “Different mission, same side effects. But I understand. I’d be scared too,” he teased as he rolled the condom on, then dropped to his knees in front of me. 
 
    “Well you better not ever go to prison then…” I warned, watching as he made himself more comfortable. And once he settled in, he wasted no time teasing me, rubbing the tip of his dick against my clit in a way that only made my appetite for him triple in size. 
 
    “You either. Cause then you won’t be able to get any of this,” he replied arrogantly, watching me squirm in reaction to his teasing as he glided from my clit down to the slick folds of my opening.  
 
    But he didn’t enter me right away, giving me a chance to respond, “I could probably bargain for it. Box of cigarettes in exchange for… shittttt. Not this.”  
 
    “Mmhmm, what’d you say?” he asked, hooking the back of my knees over his shoulders and plunging into me again, this time even deeper. 
 
    It was ridiculous how good he felt, how he filled me to the brim with the perfect balance of pleasure and pain, how he was still wearing that arrogant grin while meeting me with seemingly-endless deep strokes. And once he matched his strokes with a stiff finger against my clit, I was practically worthless, struggling to respond, “I said… this is worth… two boxes of cigarettes.” 
 
    “And what else?” he grunted, completely in his bag as he stroked me senseless without any signs of slowing up. 
 
    My eyes were tight along with my fists as I gripped into the throw pillows nearby, greedily accepting every inch he dug inside of me when I answered, “And a… fuck… book of stamps.”  
 
    “And what else?” he growled just above the sounds of our skin smacking together, the single bead of sweat building on his forehead the only sign of him being anywhere near as affected as I was. But I didn’t care if he remained in tip-top, Olympic shape as long as he didn’t stop what he was doing, especially when he demanded, “Tell me what else, Londyn.”  
 
    Any more knowledge I thought I had on the prison commissary system completely left my mind, my brain too focused on him as he increased the frequency of his strokes. It was almost as if he was purposely using his dick as a distraction to stump me, though the competitor in me allowed me to push out, “And ramen noodles.” 
 
    His strokes came to a halt, the sounds of our bodies crashing replaced with his laughs as he said, “You must got you a little prison bae if you know all this shit. Too bad he only gets pictures and a couple dollars on his books while I get to do this.” Then he dug into me with another spellbinding stroke that had me seeing stars, my skin tingling from the inside out as he delivered inch after inch of dick worth turning psycho for. 
 
    No wonder Michelle’s ass was doing construction.  
 
    Before I could spoil my bliss with thoughts of… whatever they had going on, I focused back on Chance as he started rolling his hips into me, creating a delicious friction against my clit that had me pushing him away with my fingertips. At least that’s what I was trying to do, Chance locking me in with his hands at my hips when he rumbled, “Nah, move your hands. You gettin’ all this dick.” 
 
    And, well… I moved my hands, grabbing my breasts instead as I fought against everything he was dishing out. But the feel of my nipples between my fingertips only turned me on more, the tension building down below as I begged him not to stop.  
 
    Thankfully, he accepted my pleas, seemingly going into overdrive until I came completely undone then continuing past that point to get his own. And while I probably could’ve laid right there, crumbled against the couch for the rest of the night, I damn near jumped off it when I felt his mouth covering all of me, my back arching as he gave a slow swipe with his tongue against my swollen pearl.  
 
    “Just as good as I remembered,” he moaned, landing kisses against both of my inner thighs before he stood up and headed to the bathroom.  
 
    It wasn’t even fair that he was already walking while I still felt so sensitive all over, the aftershocks steady shooting from my head to my pussy as if Chance was still inside of me. But he was far removed from the act, returning from the bathroom in all his naked glory to ask, “So when does your little prison pen pal get out? I need to know so I can watch my back.”  
 
    I wanted to laugh since the idea of me having some cold-blooded killer on my roster had him so obviously shook. But unfortunately, there wasn’t anything funny about the truth, a secret few people knew since it wasn’t exactly anything to be proud of.  
 
    Maybe it was my vulnerable state, my sex drunk haze. Or maybe I just trusted Chance enough to give him the real when I shared, “My dad had a brief prison stint. That’s how I knew the answers to your... dick Jeopardy.”   
 
    “I didn’t know your dad went to prison,” he replied, not as surprised as I expected him to be.  
 
    But I appreciated him not making a big deal about it, his reaction making me comfortable enough to explain, “Cause my mother had me telling people he was away working on an oil rig for those six and a half years. But we used to write back and forth when he was locked up. And whatever little extra money I had, I’d send so he could ball out; commissary style.” 
 
    “Cigarettes, stamps, and ramen noodles, huh?” he asked with a grin, remembering all the things I had listed on his command.  
 
    “And good soap. I remember now that you aren’t inside of me,” I replied with a grin of my own.  
 
    It was crazy how content I felt just watching him do regular shit like putting his boxers back on, my ogling interrupted only when he asked, “He’s out now though, ain’t he?” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s been out for almost five years. Spent three of them on probation and now he’s just… making it, I guess,” I answered with a shrug, the details making me want to put my own clothes back on; feeling especially exposed now that I had really opened that can of worms.  
 
    But regardless of how I felt, that didn’t stop Chance from continuing his streak of questions, this time stopping to ask, “Y’all don’t talk?” 
 
    Once again, I shrugged, grabbing my t-shirt and pulling it back on as I answered, “Occasionally. But he’s never really been the same. Prison just… it changes people, you know.”  
 
    I would never forget the day his mother and I picked him up from prison with only a bag of the things he had come in with and a box of the letters and pictures we had sent over the years. I remember so desperately wanting to see the light in his eyes, a response to his freedom. But he remained… stoic, as if being on the outside didn’t mean anything, as if being back with us didn’t mean anything.  
 
    It took me awhile to realize it wasn’t that he wasn’t happy to be out, he was just so mentally scarred by the things he had seen on the inside, forced into stoicism to avoid going completely insane. And while I always wanted to ask him about it, or at least get him some help so that he could appropriately deal with what was essentially PTSD, doing that while also trying to finish college and land my dream job just didn’t work out. 
 
    I had to choose one or the other.  
 
    And I chose myself. 
 
    “Thankfully I can only imagine,” Chance finally replied, knocking me from my thoughts of the past.  
 
    I was grateful for the distraction of watching him step into his sweats, the sight allowing me to tease, “Well you better keep it that way cause your thighs are thick and strong, and your ass is nice and tight.” 
 
    He continued getting dressed until he caught on to what I was implying, his face scrunching in disgust as he stopped to say, “You’re sick in the head.” 
 
    “Just stating an observation. It’s really a compliment. At least, coming from me it is,” I defended with a laugh, a little disappointed when I saw him making moves towards the hoodie I was hoping he forgot about.  
 
    “Whatever. Let me get outta here before you kick me out anyway,” he said, getting ready to put it back on until I caught him in the act with a serious question.  
 
    “Why are you taking my hoodie with you?” 
 
    “Cause it ain’t yours,” he replied with a teasing smirk, almost as if he was rubbing it in that I couldn’t really have it.  
 
    Still, that didn’t stop me from insisting, “Okay, our hoodie.”  
 
    Instead of indulging me, he only laughed, yanking it over his head as he said, “Man, you’re crazy. What you got goin’ tomorrow night?” 
 
    Since he was back fully dressed, I decided to do the same, grabbing my panties as I answered, “Supposed to be going to the Zalayah concert.” 
 
    “With your little loverboy bestie, huh?” 
 
    The jealousy in his tone tickled me to no end, tempting me to answer yes just to see him really get bent out of shape. But since he had done me the favor of a solid orgasm, I decided to play nice when I told him, “No, with my mother. Zalayah gave her free tickets and backstage passes after that whole viral video thing. Why do you ask though?” 
 
    He was watching me get dressed the same way I had watched him, his hands in his pockets as he licked his lips and replied, “Just trying to figure this whole thing out.” 
 
    “As in…” 
 
    “As in, how can I maximize the rest of my time in town by spending as much of it as possible listening to your sweet little moans when I’m fuckin’ you.”  
 
    The brazenness of his words had me ready to take all that shit back off, really maximize every second of being in each other’s presence since apparently that was his mission. But instead of acting as thirsty as I felt, I released an astonished, “Wow. You don’t even pretend to censor anything, do you?” 
 
    “Because you love that shit,” he replied with a smirk so arrogant I wanted to deny his words. 
 
    But I couldn’t, especially since I was back hot between the thighs off his plans alone, forcing me to admit, “I really, really do. But uh… just hit me up. Matter of fact, I’ll hit you up. I should be around after the concert.” 
 
    “Aight. Don’t forget about me.” 
 
    I was already walking him to the door as I reminded him, “I should be telling you that. I mean, you’re the one who waited all of…” 
 
    “Too damn long to use your number. I’m sorry. You forgive me?”  
 
    It was in that moment I decided Chance was either a fuckboy or too good to be true. I mean, his apology was way too damn smooth, the look he paired with it was way too easy to forgive. And when he rubbed a gentle thumb against the inside of my wrist while waiting for me to answer, I could tell this wasn’t his first time in someone’s doghouse.  
 
    But it worked like a charm, his apology craft perfected just as much as his dick game, even when I replied, “I prefer my apologies with tongue, but I suppose this will do.” 
 
    “How about we do both?” he asked, stepping closer and licking his lips as if he was giving a preview of what he’d do to me if I agreed.  
 
    With that right in my face, I felt like I had no choice but to respond, “Well in that case, why are we still standing here talking?”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    “We should’ve gotten tickets to that damn concert tonight. That Zalayah girl. Man. The things I’d do...” 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh at my homeboy M.J. as he sipped from his beer, shaking his head while he lived out whatever daydream he was having about the pop princess turned R&B vixen. He and Eric had come over to help me out with the project of my mother’s fixer-upper. And while her participation had been few and far between, I was just glad things were at least moving in the right direction; not to mention we finally had the equipment necessary to actually make it happen.  
 
    Eric and I pulled up the last of the carpet from the dining room, revealing beautiful hardwood floors that should’ve never been covered in the first place. And as we started to roll it up so we could throw it out with the rest we had pulled earlier that afternoon, Eric finally replied, “Nigga, chill out. She’s a baby.” 
 
    “A baby? She ain’t no damn baby. She’s like… Londyn’s age,” M.J. said, the mere mention of her name making my dick jump as I thought about the night before - that went well into this morning.  
 
    Londyn might’ve been a little younger than me. But what she lacked in age, she made up for in experience, doing things to my body that gave me chills just thinking about it until Eric replied, “Exactly. A baby.” 
 
    I knew that was far from the truth, but jumping to her defense would’ve probably made things too suspicious. So instead, I let M.J. handle it, though he certainly held nothing back when he said, “Wake up, E. Londyn is a grown woman now. And I hate to break it to you, but somebody is knockin’ those boots off whether you like it or not.”  
 
    That “somebody” being me - and only me as far as I knew - made me cringe, especially since Londyn and I hadn’t exactly discussed what we were doing outside of being, well, fuck buddies. And how do you tell your best friend something like that?  
 
    You don’t.  
 
    In true big brother fashion, Eric groaned, “Better not be. I’d whoop that nigga’s ass.”  
 
    Since I knew that was just him being the same overprotective person he’d always been, I wasn’t fazed by his threats. But I was fazed by M.J. suggesting, “It’s probably that little light-skinned dude with the dreads who looks like a good dancer. All that time they spend together and you don’t think he’s gotten a sniff?” 
 
    From the outside looking in, I understood exactly why M.J. felt that way since I had felt it too. And while Londyn still hadn’t made the history between her and her “best friend” clear, I was surprised to hear Eric say, “I actually like Khalid. He’s cool peoples, looks out for little sis. All these other dudes though? Brass knuckles.” 
 
    “Brass knuckles? You don’t own no brass knuckles. You don’t even own plastic knuckles!” M.J. shouted with a laugh, one I couldn’t join in on since I was still too focused on Eric actually thinking Khalid was good for his sister.  
 
    I mean, if he likes him, he definitely shouldn’t have a problem with me then... 
 
    “Whatever, man. All I know is, my little sister deserves the best. And if I gotta knock a nigga out to weed out the weak links, it is what it is,” Eric replied, reaching into the fridge to discover, “Damn. We’re out of beer. I’ll make a store run real quick. Y’all need anything?” 
 
    “Yeah, some real brass knuckles cause yours ain’t gonna do us any good,” M.J. said with another laugh, Eric rolling his eyes as he continued, “Nah, I’m fuckin’ with you. Grab me a Snickers though. I’m not me when I’m hungry, and all this free labor got ya boy starvin’.” 
 
    “Man, shut up. You’re always hungry,” I quickly chimed in, especially since we had just devoured a few boxes of pizza not even an hour ago.  
 
    But that didn’t stop M.J. from rubbing his stomach as he replied, “I didn’t choose the hunger life. The hunger life chose me.” 
 
    “This dude,” Eric groaned, shaking his head before telling us he’d be back. And since he was the main one helping me out, I figured it was a good time for me to take a break, tossing my gloves to the side so that I could check my phone.  
 
    It only took a few scrolls for me to see I had a message from Londyn; a message that turned out to be a picture of her in… damn, that’s what she’s wearing to the concert?  
 
    The little red dress she had on fit in all the right places, her nipple piercings made obvious since she clearly didn’t have on a bra underneath. But not having a bra on didn’t mean her titties weren’t sitting up perfectly, my mouth damn near watering at the sight of her cleavage until I heard M.J. say from behind me, “No fuckin’ way…”  
 
    I couldn’t have closed out of the message fast enough, quick to ask, “Man, why you all in my phone?” 
 
    “Better question, why is she in your phone?” he challenged with a grin as if he already knew the answer.  
 
    I did my best to play it off, shrugging when I insisted, “It was just a picture.” 
 
    Of course, M.J. wasn’t letting me off that easy, following up with, “But why is she sending you pictures? She ain’t sending me pictures. She ain’t sending Eric pictures. Shit wasn’t a damn group chat. That was a personal picture to thee Chance Lamar Washington aka Little Chuck aka let me see that picture again cause oohwee gotdamn she is fine as hell!”  
 
    Instead of responding, I only shook my head, mad that he was still over my shoulder since I wanted to take a second look. But I knew I wouldn’t be opening it any time soon once M.J. put two and two together to say,  “No wonder your ass was so quiet a minute ago. You’re the one knockin’ those off!”  
 
    “Yo, chill out with all that,” I whispered as if it wasn’t just the two of us around.  
 
    “You didn’t say it was a lie though,” he quickly replied, his discovery making him pace the floor as he continued, “Man, you’ve only been in town for... not even two weeks. How the hell you swing that already?” 
 
    “I didn’t swing anything. It was just a picture,” I told him as plainly as possible, hoping my nonchalance would make him back off. 
 
    But it only seemed to rile him up even more when he stopped his pacing to reply, “And I’m just Michael Jordan. Nigga, quit lyin’.” 
 
    Since he obviously wasn’t letting up, I decided to throw his hungry ass a crumb, admitting to whatever he thought he knew with a simple, “Aight. But you better not say anything to Eric.” 
 
    It was only a matter of time before I’d have to tell Eric something was up between Londyn and I, even if that didn’t include any specific details. But I knew we could only sneak around for so long before he’d find out, and I’d much rather him hear it from me or Londyn than someone else.  
 
    Someone like M.J.’s greedy ass who wanted all the details, stepping closer to suggest, “Your secret is safe with me, bruh. Now spill it. I already know she’s a freak. I can see it in her eyes.” 
 
    My face tightened as I groaned, “Man, shut up. It’s not even like that. We’ve just been… enjoying each other’s company, I guess.”  
 
    Instead of being satisfied with what was truly confidential information, he let out an annoyed sigh. “Bruh, you’re giving me straight Hallmark Channel right now. I want Cinemax After Dark.”  
 
    His reference made me laugh, shaking my head as I stepped past him towards the next room we’d be attacking. And as I made mental notes of what all we needed to get rid of, I told him, “I don’t kiss and tell, man.”  
 
    “Bullshit. I knew all about you and Michelle back in the day,” he challenged, the memory making me feel horrible since I shouldn’t have been doing that shit back then either.  
 
    Luckily I had pure ignorance to rely on, telling him, “Yeah, cause we were childish as hell and didn’t know any better. But I respect Londyn. Which means you will too.” 
 
    “So that means I can’t see the picture?” he asked with hopeful eyes, the point of what I had said clearly flying right over his head.  
 
    I made it as plain as I could when I answered, “No, bruh. If she wanted everybody to see it, she would’ve posted the shit on Instagram or somethin’.”  
 
    “Guess you feel special now…” he muttered, an obvious disappointment in his tone as if he hadn’t gotten a good glimpse of it by accident anyway. But at least he wasn’t over my shoulder anymore, allowing me to pull out my phone so I could finally reply.  
 
    “You really don’t play fair, Londyn. Sending me shit like this knowing good and well I can’t see it in person until later on.” - Chance 
 
    “So you like it?” - Londyn 
 
    I knew she wasn’t really looking for my approval, planning to wear whatever she wanted to regardless of how I felt about it. But I would’ve been lying if I sent back anything other than, “Of course.” - Chance 
 
    “Good. Cause I’m tryna snag me a baller tonight.” - Londyn 
 
    “This girl,” I thought to myself, shaking off my true feelings about her message to reply, “You think you funny, huh?” - Chance 
 
    “Just like making you jealous. You seem to fuck me harder when you are. ;P” - Londyn 
 
    “I don’t need any motivation to fuck the shit outta you, LoLo. Trust me.” - Chance 
 
    “Jesus, I can’t wait to see you tonight.” - Londyn 
 
    “Tonight, huh? Line it up then, homie. I ain’t mad at cha,” M.J. said with a laugh from behind me, the fact that he had not only snuck on me, but been there long enough to see at least the last message enough to have me wanting to sock his ass.  
 
    But instead of doing that, I gave him a shove in the shoulder as I told him, “Mind your business, man. Damn.”  
 
    He was still laughing when he defended, “I’m trying! But y’all shit way more interesting. I mean, if y’all into people watching y’all smash, I volunteer myself.” 
 
    Before I could respond to his disgusting ass, Eric came back in the house with a six-pack in his hand and asked, “What I miss?”  
 
    M.J. looked straight at me as if he expected me to say something, and I looked straight back at him as if I dared him to say something. But when he only laughed, I released a sigh of relief, happy to answer, “Nothing. Nothing at all.”  
 
    & 
 
    After a full day of working on the house without much sleep the night before, I wanted nothing more than to take a hot shower and get in the bed. But since I had already told Londyn we could hook up, I did everything I could to stay awake; doing some light sketches for the video game I was working on, making lists of supplies we needed for the next steps on the house, watching a rerun of Sportscenter while also watching her Snapchat story to see just how much fun she was having at the concert.  
 
    Unfortunately, there was only so much I could do before fatigue took over. Though the second I caught myself dozing off in front of the TV was the same moment my phone buzzed with a text.  
 
    “Sorry so late. Mom wanted to go out for drinks after the concert. You still up?” - Londyn 
 
    I thought about ignoring the message once I checked the clock and saw it was almost two in the morning. But I decided to give her at least the courtesy of an explanation when I typed out a response.  
 
    “Barely. I’ll have to catch you another time.” - Chance 
 
    Her response came quick, the buzz from my phone waking me up a little more, especially once I saw the urgency in her message.  
 
    “Nooooooo! I can come to you. Stay up for me. Please?” - Londyn 
 
    If she was already begging, I could only imagine what she’d be on when she actually got here. And with that on my mind, I accepted her plea with a little urgency of my own.  
 
    “Hurry up. Room 1004.” - Chance  
 
    “Okay, Top Floor. I see you. ;)” - Londyn 
 
    “Company’s suite. I ain’t got it like you, baller.” - Chance 
 
    “You definitely got it, Chance. And if you don’t, you’re about to get it... ;P” - Londyn 
 
    “Shit, she ain’t playin’ at all,” I thought to myself, rushing to the bathroom to brush my teeth since my mouth felt a little crusty from dozing off. And with perfect timing, a knock on the door coincided with me turning off the faucet, wiping my face with a towel before making my way to the door.  
 
    Opening it was such a treat, her red dress and red-bottomed heels looking like a weapon against me that was definitely about to prosper. And there was an extra haze in her eyes, telling me her mother hadn’t been the only one drinking. But it wasn’t like Londyn was sloppy drunk, just slightly tipsy enough to be even sexier than she was naturally. 
 
    And that was dangerous.  
 
    “Thought you forgot about me,” I told her as I pulled the door open enough to let her come in, her fragrance damn near dragging me behind her with every step she took.  
 
    She was already taking her jacket off as she tossed over her shoulder, “I mean, there was this one fine ass football player backstage that… I’m just kidding. I’ve been thinking about this dick all night.” 
 
    Draping it over the back of the couch, she turned back towards me, running a hand against my shorts as my dick woke up on her command. And while it really didn’t matter since she was about to get it regardless, I was curious to know, “And exactly what were you thinking about it?” 
 
    She licked her lips, continuing the tease with her hand as she answered, “Mainly how deep I want it down my throat. But it looks like you were really sleep so… maybe I should just go home.” 
 
    Abandoning me - and my dick - she turned to grab her jacket. But she barely had it in her hand when I spun her back around by the wrist and told her, “You aren’t going anywhere.”   
 
    My mouth went straight to her neck, inhaling her intoxicating scent while landing kisses and nibbles that had her hand right back where I wanted it. And with that, I couldn’t help groaning, “I can’t believe you were really out in public looking this damn good. Do you know what I would’ve done if I saw you out lookin’ like this?” 
 
    “Tell me,” she moaned, tossing her head back to give me better access to her neck. But I didn’t want it anymore, more focused on the answer to her question when I pushed her dress up and slipped a finger inside of her.  
 
    “Damn. You were this wet for me, huh?”  
 
    She nodded and moaned as I found a steady rhythm with my finger before adding a second, watching her shrivel against the couch until I pulled out and said, “Nu uh. You said you wanted this dick down your throat. You ain’t getting outta that one.”  
 
    “My pleasure,” she replied with a greedy grin, unzipping and stepping out of her dress to reveal a pair of panties just as red as her dress.  
 
    The devil’s uniform.  
 
    Seeing her in just that with her heels on, I was already in heaven - or hell. But then she positioned herself in front of me, pressing me back into the couch before dropping to a squat. I could only watch as she made easy work of my shorts and boxers, leaving them in a pile at my ankles when she took me in one swift inhale. And if this was anything like the everlasting fire, my ass would proudly be burnt toast.  
 
    “Shittttt, girl,” I hissed, my hand slipping into her braids as a gentle guide; not that she needed it. Londyn knew exactly what she was doing, using one hand against my thigh to keep herself balanced while the other stroked the parts of my dick she couldn’t reach with her mouth. But she was definitely trying to reach it all, creating a mess of saliva when she gagged on the tip; her body’s reaction to the challenge only making her laugh which told me everything I needed to know about her crazy ass. 
 
    In fact, she seemed especially deranged as she marveled at my dick like it was gold, stroking it in her hand when she gushed, “You truly have a perfect dick, Chance. Perfect length, perfect width, nice curve. And it feels so damn good.”  
 
    I couldn’t even thank her before it was back in her mouth, this time with quick, messy bobs of her head that had my thighs clenching under her grip. And my reaction only seemed to make her go harder, her eyes watering with every smack of my dick against the back of her throat as my hand went back to her hair. But this time, I grabbed a handful of it, tilting her head back to meet my eyes and finding hers pierced with determination.  
 
    “And she said my shits perfect…” I thought, my eyes locked on hers as mascara ran down her cheeks and saliva accumulated around her mouth and chin. But she didn’t care about any of that shit, the sight driving me crazy as I warned, “You’re about to make me cum.” 
 
    Instead of backing down, she took it in the stride, not stopping until my seed sprayed against her tongue. And even then, she continued to suck me past the point of my release, squeezing out every drop until I begged her to stop, feeling way too damn sensitive to be touched anywhere ever again.  
 
    Of course she only gave that evil ass laugh in response before licking me clean, even going as far as running her fingertip against the sticky, second wave of cum and slipping it into her mouth. “Delicious,” she said with a giggle, standing back upright before taking off towards the bathroom.  
 
    But I quickly caught her by the waist, pulling her back against me to ask, “Where you think you goin’?” 
 
    She laughed again, pulling me with her as she answered, “To clean my damn face up. I’m sure I look a mess.” 
 
    Since I respected the work she had put in, I let her go, but not without assuring her, “Most beautiful mess I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “Oh, whatever,” she sang with another chuckle, her voice echoing off the walls of the bathroom before she shut the door behind her. And I could only stand there resting against the couch with my dick still out, my pants still at my ankles, trying to decide how quickly I could make her Mrs. Washington after that gold star performance. Or at least how quickly I could give her the same level of satisfaction she had given me. But when she emerged from the bathroom, her face was freshened up, the dress I didn’t remember her grabbing was back on, her hair was back styled, and she was already heading towards her jacket.  
 
    Wait what? 
 
    “So that’s it?” 
 
    She seemed surprised by the question, her eyes tight with confusion when she grabbed her jacket and asked, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean… you’re good? You don’t want me to fuck you? Or eat your pussy? Or… make you cum like you made me?”  
 
    With the exhaustion of the day plus the exhaustion from a good nut, I wasn’t sure how good of a fuck I’d be. But that wasn’t going to stop me from giving my all since she had done the same for me. 
 
    Still, instead of agreeing, she only smirked, licking her lips as she answered, “Listening to you moan and groan was all the satisfaction I needed tonight.”  
 
    Wow.  
 
    The sight of her pulling the sleeve of her jacket on tugged at me to speak up, not ready for the night to end - not ready for her to go - even if it wasn’t about sex. And while I wasn’t sure where that feeling had come from, I didn’t waste time trying to figure it out before I told her, “But you don’t… have to leave yet. I mean, I know you always try to kick me out, but I’m not doing the same to you.” 
 
    “Oh. I just thought…” she started before I cut her off with a finger against her lips.  
 
    “Don’t… think. Just stay the night with me, Londyn. In bed. Not on a couch.” 
 
    She twisted her lips at my little jab; the fact that she had refused to let me sleep with her in her bed the two times I stayed at her place. But it didn’t bother me. I respected her space even when I didn’t require the same since I very much wanted her in my bed, wanted her body against mine all night, wanted to wake up with her hair in my face then tease her about her morning breath. And it appeared that I’d finally get the opportunity when she replied, “I’d need something to sleep in.” 
 
    “Why? So you can steal it?” I teased, enjoying the grin that grew on her face in response since she knew I was right.  
 
    But she wasn’t admitting it off tops, first pushing out a stiff, “No…” Then a muttered, “Maybe...” 
 
    “Here. You can wear my shirt. I’ll sleep without one,” I told her, yanking it off and handing it her way.  
 
    She didn’t move right away, instead stuffing it against her chest and ogling me when she replied, “Now that you’re all naked, I may have to renew that offer you just gave.”  
 
    “Quit lookin’ at me like that, little nasty. I’m already about to pass out fuckin’ with your ass,” I told her, moving to pull up my boxers and shorts to hide the fact that my dick was definitely coming back to life.  
 
    It certainly didn’t help when she teased, “Well you better hurry up and get those clothes on before you’re really fuckin’ with my ass.”  
 
    “Londyn…” I groaned, my eyes heavy as hell but my dick growing just as heavy, especially once I watched her exchange her dress for my shirt that she looked way too good in. Almost like it was made for her all along.  
 
    “Alright, I’ll leave you alone tonight. But if you feel the urge mid-dream, just make sure you put a condom on first,” she said with a wink before she climbed into one side of the bed and I climbed into the other.  
 
    She was already adjusting against the pillow when I turned off the lamp, the darkness swooping in around us as I gravitated towards her side. And I was glad when she caught my drift, scooting back into me so that our bodies were flushed together. 
 
    Perfect fit.  
 
    I draped an arm around her waist, leaning in towards her ear to tease, “Damn. No goodnight kiss or nothin’, huh?” 
 
    She stayed wrapped in my embrace when she answered, “I guess I don’t know proper protocol. I don’t usually stay.” 
 
    “Well let me teach you somethin’ then,” I said, slipping from behind her so that she’d fall onto her back. Then I hovered over her from the side, staring down into those damn hazel brown eyes before leaning in to give a gentle kiss against her lips - our first.  
 
    Her eyes were still closed when I pulled away, tempting me to go in for more. But since I knew that would only lead us into something we had already agreed not to do tonight, I gave her another quick kiss, this time to her forehead before telling her, “Goodnight, Londyn.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Londyn 
 
    Something had shifted between Chance and I. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what it was nor what exactly had caused it. But there wasn’t anything typical about waking up wrapped in his arms with my head buried under his chin and my leg draped over his waist. There wasn’t anything normal about how satisfied I felt just listening to him breathe. And there especially wasn’t anything regular about the way my nipples immediately hardened when he said in a sexily, groggy voice, “I’ve been waiting for you to wake up.”  
 
    “Why? You finally recharged from yesterday? I asked, snuggling a little closer just in case he was already ready to make something of our morning.  
 
    But instead of accepting the morning sex I was hinting at, he replied, “Nah, cause your big ass head has my chest caving in.” Making me laugh as he continued, “But you were so damn comfortable, I couldn’t move if I wanted to.” 
 
    While I appreciated his commitment to letting me sleep, the fact that he was in pain - even teasingly - was enough for me to pull myself from under him, sitting up to stretch my arms over my head when I explained, “I’m used to sleeping with my body pillows, so I guess I used you as the replacement.” 
 
    “Or you just enjoyed being all up under me like a damn puppy,” he insisted, crawling out of the bed to stretch himself.  
 
    “Yeah. A puppy in fuckin’ heat…” I muttered more to myself than him as I watched his back muscles flex when he stretched, letting me know all that work he’d been doing on his mother’s house had also been doing his body some good.  
 
    Not that Chance didn’t already have a nice muscular tone to his body. But for some reason, he looked especially carved this morning.  
 
    Like a damn Mandingo. 
 
    I was knocked out of my lusting when he turned back my way to ask, “You hungry? I can order us some room service or somethin’. Matter fact, go ahead and check out the menu while I hop in the shower.” 
 
    “How am I supposed to be focused on something like food when your naked wet body will only be a door away?” I asked, licking my lips as I fell onto my stomach to watch him get undressed. But the second his shorts went to the floor, my stomach growled as loud as a lion’s roar, embarrassing the hell out of me and making Chance laugh.  
 
    “That’s how, Londyn,” he replied before grabbing his discarded clothes then slipping into the bathroom. I thought about following him since he hadn’t exactly told me not to. But then my stomach gurgled again, reminding me that I hadn’t eaten since well before the concert last night.  
 
    “You should probably handle that,” I decided, first grabbing my phone to see what I had missed during my slumber. But the only notification I had was a text message from Khalid talking about something I had totally forgotten about.  
 
    “We still on for the movies today? A young nigga got paid this week, so the popcorns on me.” - Khalid 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile since I knew how much it meant to him to get his first paycheck from the new gig. I was also excited since his broke ass was finally offering to treat. But instead of responding right away, I did as Chance insisted, abandoning my phone and grabbing the room service menu that had way too many exciting options to choose from.  
 
    In fact, my indecisiveness had me still scanning the menu when Chance got out of the shower, a towel around his waist and another around his neck that he used to dab at his hair while asking, “You figure out what you wanna eat?” 
 
    “You,” was what I wanted to answer, damn near hypnotized as I watched him dry off. But I quickly shook out of it to tell him, “This French toast with a fresh berry compote sounds delicious. But you can’t go wrong with a basic Belgian waffle and bacon either.”  
 
    “Order both. I’ll finish whatever you don’t eat,” he said before slipping back into the bathroom.  
 
    And this time, I just had to follow him, stopping at the door to tease, “See. Told you you were a baller, ordering extra meals just because you got it like that.” 
 
    He smirked, exchanging his towel for a fresh pair of boxers when he said, “Company shit. If it was up to me, we’d be down at McDonald’s or somethin’. Have your ass ballin’ out with a hotcakes and sausage platter.” 
 
    “Is it really sausage though?” I asked, my face scrunched since I wasn’t sure there was a lick of real meat anywhere near that place.  
 
    Not that I didn’t indulge on occasion… especially after too much liquor. But I called myself growing up and getting my breakfast and burgers to-go from actual restaurants rather than always relying on the clown for a quick fix.  
 
    Instead of answering my question, Chance made his way to the phone to place our orders, his choice of blueberry pancakes, eggs, and fresh fruit making me feel like I hadn’t made the right decision since his sounded good too. But before I could change my mind, he finished the call and asked, “So, was that concert as dope as you made it look on Snapchat? Or were you just showing off cause you had special access?” 
 
    While I had definitely taken advantage of our premium seats and VIP status, I would’ve been lying if I said anything other than, “Oh my gosh, Chance. It was… out of this world. Like, I’ve always been a fan of hers, even in her early days. But now? I stan. And she’s super, super sweet. Her and my mother practically became instant friends.”  
 
    “Miss. Annie will make a friend out of anybody,” Chance replied with a little chuckle, sitting at the edge of the bed to lotion up. And once again, I couldn’t help but watch, his every movement worth appreciating since he looked so damn good doing it.  
 
    But I didn’t want to get too caught up in my feelings about it, instead trying my best to keep things normal between us when I asked, “What’d you end up doing yesterday? Playing Extreme Home Makeover with ol’ Shelly again?” 
 
    I was only teasing him since there was really nothing she could’ve said or done that would’ve stopped me from getting to this moment. But I was glad to hear him answer, “I was actually working on the house with M.J. and your brother. M.J. uh… he kinda knows about us.” 
 
    “Knows what?” I asked in a slight panic, the fact that M.J. had a mouth bigger than a Big Bertha arcade game enough to make anyone nervous.  
 
    And I became especially concerned when Chance struggled to even look at me when he explained, “That we’re… messing around.” 
 
    “Why does he know that? Did you say something? Were you… talking about me?” I rattled off, my nerves shot as I imagined being the topic of their conversation. And if Eric was there too… 
 
    My processing was interrupted with Chance answering, “Not exactly. He saw the picture you sent and put two and two together on his own. He said he wasn’t going to say anything to Eric though.” 
 
    So my brother doesn’t know anything after all? 
 
    “Thank God,” I sighed, my shoulders sinking with relief. 
 
    Though they tensed right back up when Chance asked, “Why are you so afraid of him finding out about us?”  
 
    Afraid wasn’t the word I would’ve chosen since Eric’s overprotective ass wasn’t getting in the way of anything I had going on. But I suppose it was more of a privacy thing, allowing me to tell Chance, “It’s just… not his business. Isn’t something he needs to know about, or anyone for that matter.” 
 
    “Does Khalid know?” 
 
    As if he’d asked a stupid question, I almost started laughing when I answered, “Of course he knows. He’s my best friend.” 
 
    “And Eric is mine.” 
 
    “Walked right into that one, Londyn…” I thought, quickly trying to come up with a way to make sense of everything. And while it might’ve been a weak argument, I had nothing better than, “But he was my brother first. Meaning if I want him to know about us, I’ll be the one to tell him. Not you, or M.J., or… anyone else.” 
 
    With perfect timing, there was a knock at the door from room service, the arrival of the food providing the perfect transition out of what had surprisingly turned into a tense conversation. And while I wished it could’ve all just blown over with the click of our silverware against the plates, it didn’t take long for me to realize that would be the only sounds being made between us since Chance obviously still felt a way.  
 
    Well… at least it seemed like he still felt a way, his eyes focused strictly on his plate as he picked around it deep in thought. And since I wasn’t one to let things go unacknowledged, I sat my own fork down to ask, “Why do I feel like you’re mad at me?” 
 
    He shrugged, avoiding my eyes when he answered, “I don’t know. I’m not though. More so, grateful for the clarity.” 
 
    His response was supposed to help me understand. But instead it only confused me even more as I repeated, “Grateful for the clarity? What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    Once again, he shrugged, this time more like he was shaking something off his shoulders as he rattled, “Nothing. Forget I said anything. I’m good. We’re good. Now let me get a piece of that waffle.” 
 
    I looked back down at my plate and saw I was already a good halfway through it, then peeked over at the French toast I wasn’t as in love with and told him, “You can have the French toast. This waffle is mine.” 
 
    You would’ve thought I had offered him trash the way his face twisted in disgust when he asked, “The French toast you already picked over? It must be nasty.” 
 
    “It’s not nasty. Just not as good as the waffle. Here. Try it,” I insisted, jabbing at a piece I had already cut with my fork and dipping it into the compote before pushing it his way. And after giving it a skeptical eye, he accepted the bite, already moaning in satisfaction when I slipped the fork from his mouth.  
 
    “Was all that moaning really necessary?” I asked teasingly, knowing good and well the shit was like music to my ears.  
 
    Chance knew it too, licking the powdered sugar from his lips as he replied, “You sure didn’t seem to mind it last night…” 
 
    “You’re right. Have another bite,” I told him with a smirk, repeating the process of feeding him a piece. And this time, he gave an especially enthusiastic moan, the vibrations shooting straight between my thighs as I warned, “You better quit.”  
 
    He laughed, speaking through chews, “You know, some dude is gonna be really lucky to have you one day. I mean, you got a good job, good head on your shoulders, fine as hell, perfect pussy, incredible head game, stingy but in like a sweet way...” 
 
    Since his compliments were getting a little sketchy, I decided to cut him off with, “One day? Maybe. Definitely not any time soon though. I mean, I just have way too much stuff going on to deal with anyone full-time.” 
 
    “I guess I make that easier for you, huh?” he asked, sneaking another piece of French toast from my plate as he waited for me to respond.  
 
    “Between you and Khalid, my needs are certainly met,” I told him honestly, feeling more than taken care of with the both of them in my life. I mean, Khalid was a good, reliable friend and Chance was becoming a good, reliable lover; the two of them filling in any man-ish voids I might have felt being a single woman.  
 
    But while I thought nothing of it, I could see Chance’s attitude brewing, his eyebrows furrowed when he asked, “Can you like… not do that? Ever again?” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Put me and your little bestie in the same sentence about meeting needs. I can do what he does. He can’t do what I do,” he replied with a thick bravado as if the two were even in competition.  
 
    Still, it was… sexy.  
 
    “So you’re telling me you could listen to me whine on a daily, buy me junk food whenever I’m feeling crabby, come to the nail shop with me for pedicures, and do whatever it takes for the best angles during photo ops?” I challenged, knowing there was definitely much more to Khalid’s role in my life than that.  
 
    But those were the first things that came to mind, and the first things Chance seemed convinced were nothing when he answered, “All that, plus give you good dick that would make at least half of those problems disappear anyway.” 
 
    I wholeheartedly believed him, knew he was more than capable. But since I also knew his capable ass wouldn’t be around after next month meaning it was useless to get my hopes up, I instead chose to gush, “Wow. I sense some arrogance here.” 
 
    He shrugged, digging into his bowl of fruit as he replied, “Just giving you the facts. But uh… why didn’t you and ol’ boy ever hook up then? If he’s so good at meeting your needs.” 
 
    “Should’ve known this was coming…” I thought, picking around my plate as I realized how I’d pretty much walked right into this the same way I had walked into his little comments earlier.  
 
    Gots to be mo’ careful.  
 
    “Do you want the honest answer or do you want me to protect your ego?” I asked teasingly, deciding there was nothing to be uncomfortable about since it wasn’t like Khalid and I had done anything wrong.  
 
    My question had Chance all in, dropping his silverware to lean in and reply, “Come on now, Londyn. Give me the real.” 
 
    I averted my eyes, getting him even more on edge before I finally pushed out, “Well the real is… we did kind of hook up. Back in college. And it was incredibly awkward to the point that Khalid had to save us from going further than necessary to figure out it wasn’t going to work. The chemistry just... wasn’t there. But by then, we had already become really good friends. So it was either move on from it like it didn’t happen or not be friends anymore. We chose the former. Eventually.” 
 
    My plans to stay away from Khalid forever didn’t last for more than a week once I realized just how much of a fixture he was in my life. I mean, eating in the dining halls wasn’t as fun alone, walking to class clear across campus wasn’t as lively if I didn’t run into him on the way, and when I got a flat tire just before I was set to drive the hour home for the weekend, he was the only one I knew to call. A real one who not only changed my tire, but filled my tank with gas and talked to me on the phone for the entire drive because the weather was a mess.  
 
    “Who made the first move? You or him?” Chance asked, knocking me from my thoughts of the past while also taking me back to that time once I realized what he had said.  
 
    “Why does it matter?” I challenged, thinking the details were irrelevant since they meant absolutely nothing now. 
 
    Still, Chance seemed pressed to know, looking me square on when he said, “It just does. So…” 
 
    “I did. And I don’t regret it,” I finally answered with a shrug before returning to my food.  
 
    But I almost lost my damn appetite when Chance followed up with, “Do you still have feelings for him?” 
 
    “For who? Khalid? Hell no. I mean, of course I love him as my friend. But like, romantic feelings? I’m pretty sure those drained out the week after that situation happened,” I answered with a laugh. 
 
    A laugh and an answer that Chance seemed satisfied with when he simply replied, “Good to know.” 
 
    Since he wanted to take trips to the past - and the present -, I decided to do the same, abandoning my food for good to ask a tough question of my own. “Do you still have feelings for Michelle?” 
 
    The same way I had laughed about Khalid, he laughed about her, brushing me off when he insisted, “That was legit more than a decade ago, LoLo. But to be honest, I don’t know if I ever had feelings for Michelle.” 
 
    “What? You took the girl’s virginity and you didn’t even have real feelings for her?” I asked, torn between wanting to be mad for her, and… not giving a damn about her.  
 
    Instead of answering my question, Chance’s face scrunched with amusement. “How do you even know that?” 
 
    “Uh… did you forget my room was right next to Eric’s growing up? Y’all used to be loud as hell, bragging to each other about who was doing what, who was smashin’ who, who got a blowjob from who behind the bleachers...” 
 
    “Well can I tell you a secret?” he asked, waiting for me to nod before he admitted, “She took mine too.” 
 
    “What? Yeah right. Y’all didn’t even date until…”  
 
    “Senior year. I know,” he finished for me with a grin and a sigh, almost as if he was glad to finally get his secret out.  
 
    In fact, he seemed a little too relieved, forcing me to ask, “Am I the only one who knows about this? Are we... having a moment right now? Cause it kinda feels like we are.” 
 
    He gave me his signature smirk, sitting back in his chair and locking his hands behind his head when he replied, “Your shit about your dad is safe with me. So I assume this is safe with you.”  
 
    I nodded. “It is. But like… when you, Eric, and M.J. used to…” 
 
    “Faked it ‘til I made it, baby. Porn can teach you quite a bit once you get past the goofy storylines,” he insisted with a laugh that had me laughing too since… who watches porn for the storylines?  
 
    My smile didn’t stop as I snuck a sip from my mimosa, enjoying this conversation - enjoying him - even when I teased,  “And here I thought you were just out here screwing everything that walked back then because you were fine enough to do so…” 
 
    “Nope. I mean, college got a little crazy as expected. But back then? I was chillin’.” 
 
    While I wanted to call bullshit, it honestly made sense. Chance had always been the chill type, the one everyone got along with, the one who stayed out of the way… mostly. But it was those things that made him unique, with the type of energy that didn’t call for attention but attracted it anyway.  
 
    It was… alluring; even still. And though I wasn’t supposed to be feeling anything more than inches of the most prized possession between his thighs, I couldn’t help myself when I told him, “Yeah. For you to be so popular, you were always pretty lowkey. Something I admired.”  
 
    “So you were checkin’ for me back then?” he asked, his eyebrow piqued teasingly as if he had caught me red-handed. 
 
    But I wasn’t going out that easily, twisting my lips as I replied, “I noticed you. You were there, or whatever.”  
 
    His presence may not have meant as much back then, but it was definitely potent now, steadily taunting me into a place I refused to go since I knew it would be no time at all before he’d be skipping back out of town. But that didn’t mean he was going to make remaining detached any easier for me, serving me that sexy smirk when he offered, “Well if it makes you feel any better, I noticed you too.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    “Man, I can’t believe you’re really hittin’ that.”  
 
    M.J.’s words shook me right out of the trance I hadn’t even realized I was in, the both of us staring at Londyn from across the room as we waited for Miss. Annie to make her television debut. The interview segment had been recorded much earlier, giving plenty of time to make plans for the watch party we were all attending. But attending the watch party meant being around Londyn without the ability to touch her since we were still keeping things lowkey.  
 
    The shit was practically punishment.  
 
    We had been at it nonstop, using any free time we both had over the past two weeks to make good on the “opportunity” she had presented. But even with that, I still found myself craving her constantly, wanting more than just the sex she was offering since every time we fucked somehow turned into a conversation that only made her more intriguing.  
 
    Dangerous territory.  
 
    I mean, I wasn’t supposed to be checkin’ for Londyn at all, let alone fuckin’ her on the regular. But to be legitimately falling for her? That seemed completely out of bounds, especially since it didn’t seem as if Londyn felt anywhere near the same way.  
 
    Of course she’d flirt, drop little hints, do things and give looks that maybe spoke louder than she realized. But then she’d always reel it back in, remind me - or herself - that I’d be gone soon, almost as if that was her reasoning for staying at an arm’s distance outside of her house or my hotel suite. And honestly, it probably made the most sense, getting real feelings involved just a disaster waiting to happen.  
 
    So instead of letting myself get any more invested in the possibility, I did my best to play it as cool as she was, shrugging when I told M.J., “You don’t have to believe something you aren’t even supposed to know about.” 
 
    “But I do know. And now that I’m in the same room as y’all, I’m just waiting for some hot shit to pop off,” he replied with a grin, crossing his arms over his chest as his eyes bounced back and forth between the two of us.  
 
    But the truth was, “Nothing is gonna pop off, man. We enjoy each other when we do. And when we’re not on that, we’re not on… anything.” 
 
    “So y’all just out here doing the secret lovers thing then, huh?” M.J. asked, his hand under his chin as if he was really trying to figure us out. And maybe I was too, truly fascinated by the way Londyn could go from being all over me to not at all worried about me, not even sneaking a glance my way since I’d been here. But I suppose it was because she was a little more invested in the whole secrecy thing than I was, determined to sell the fact that we weren’t involved to her family as if the shit really mattered.  
 
    Still, I respected her wishes, asking M.J., “Why does it need a name?” 
 
    He was especially enthusiastic when he replied, “Because everything needs a name, man! How else are we gonna talk about it?” 
 
    “Exactly. We’re not,” I answered, laughing at the disappointment that spread over his face in response as Eric approached us.  
 
    He wrapped his arms around our shoulders while asking, “Man, why y’all over here all ducked off? Come join the rest of the fam.” Then he led us to where everyone else was congregated; some people standing, others sitting on the couch or floor. But of course, the only available space for the three of us was right next to Londyn.  
 
    Just my luck.  
 
    I could see the excitement developing on M.J.’s face once he realized it too, his expression damn near glowing as if he just knew whatever “hot shit” he thought about earlier was really going to pop off now. But instead of giving him what he wanted, I sat the furthest away from her, taking a spot on the floor while Eric sat on the couch next to his sister and M.J. squeezed in next to him.  
 
    “Why you still got these damn Moesha braids in?” Eric asked her, tugging at one of the braids I had tugged at just last night.  
 
    Shit. Don’t think about last night.  
 
    Clearly this was going to be harder than I thought. But at least there were enough jokes flying to offer me some relief, Londyn’s eyes tight when she fired back, “Why does your friend look like Jazze Pha in the early 2000s?” 
 
    M.J. pretended to be offended with a hand to his chest as Eric patted him on the shoulder and insisted, “That’s when he made all the hits, so that means your pockets are full. It’s a compliment, bruh.” Which only made us all laugh harder. 
 
    But of course M.J. wasn’t going down that easily, sitting up so he could reply, “Nah, fuck that. Little Poetic Justice wanna talk shit like I won’t get Chicago over here to set her straight.” 
 
    He tossed a hand my way as if I was the “Chicago” he was talking about. And while I wanted to be mad at him for connecting the two of us in front of Eric, I quickly shook my head, holding my hands up as I told them all, “Yo, chill. I ain’t got nothin’ to do with this.” 
 
    “Oh you don’t, Mama’s Boy Beckham?” Londyn asked, leaning in with her eyebrow piqued as if she was daring me to roast her ass. 
 
    Even still, I wasn’t planning to engage until M.J. said, “Oooh shit. She called you a sassy ass mama’s boy, bruh. You gotta get her back for that.” 
 
    I assumed if Londyn was throwing jokes, she knew she’d have to take them too. And she seemed eager to hear what I had to say, her grin full when I finally replied, “Man, if Brandy wanna be down with her little braids, it is what it is.” 
 
    “Oh damn. Chance said the boy ain’t yours,” M.J. spewed with an infectious laugh that made us all laugh.  
 
    While I was sure Londyn had a comeback of her own, I couldn’t help firing one off myself, telling M.J., “Quit instigating, Smokey Bear. Ol’ “Only you can prevent forest fires” headass.” 
 
    Londyn and Eric fell into each other laughing as M.J. remained completely serious, his eyes glancing between us before he said, “Wait a minute. What’s this little tag team shit about?”  
 
    I caught his drift way faster than reasonable, my face immediately falling flat as I damn near begged him not to go there. And eventually Londyn caught on to, her laughter subsiding when she said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about, M.J.”  
 
    Instead of responding to her, he leaned back into the couch and started humming the chorus to “Secret Lovers”, something Londyn was probably too young to even recognize. Or maybe it just hadn’t been played in their house since Eric thankfully hadn’t caught on either, moving on to ask his sister, “Yo, my boy been looking out for you up at the job though?” 
 
    “Looking out for me? I’ve been there for years and he’s only been there for weeks. If anything, you should be asking me if I’m looking out for him,” she replied, something I couldn’t dispute since it was the truth.  
 
    Eric knew it too, changing his question with a simple, “Well…” 
 
    “He knows where the best bathrooms in the building are, what foods to avoid in the cafeteria so he doesn’t get bubble guts, whose emails to ignore and whose are priority, who not to tell his business around…” Londyn listed, all things she had taught me in passing since we rarely saw each other working on different floors. But whenever we did, it was certainly a treat, seeing Londyn in full-on boss mode with the wardrobe to match an experience in itself.  
 
    It wasn’t required that we dressed up in true business attire since comfort was a part of the creative process. But Londyn always, always looked good, making the simplest jeans and a blouse look like a damn power suit once she paired it with stilettos and confidence; the thing that made her most attractive. Even though she was only one of the few women - and the youngest - with the company, she strutted around the building like she owned the place, her vibe demanding respect without having to ask for it out loud. And they had no choice but to follow suit, her talent speaking for itself with each project she was a part of.  
 
    Even if I couldn’t claim her as mine, I was still proud to know her, to have “remembered her when…”, to be acquainted with who she was outside of the building. But of course, Eric could only see her as his “Little LoLo” when he chuckled and replied, “All shit only you would worry about.” 
 
    “The important things,” she corrected with a shrug. 
 
    Since they were talking about me, I decided to add my two cents, telling Eric, “Nah, she’s been a big help for real. Helped me get acclimated a little quicker. I’m grateful.” 
 
    Londyn tried to hide her grin, but I saw it anyway. And while I wished our little moment could’ve lasted a bit longer, I shouldn’t have been surprised when M.J. interrupted to say, “Nothing like having good help for a smooth transition…” 
 
    I averted my eyes and Londyn cleared her throat as Eric glanced between us with confusion. But thankfully we didn’t have to answer to it, Miss. Annie moving to the front of the room to make an announcement before her segment was scheduled to begin. 
 
    I should’ve been focusing on her, but the buzz of my phone pulled my attention away, the privacy screen protector I had invested in coming in handy once I saw who the notification was from.  
 
    “You’re such a tease. Coming this close to me knowing we can’t do anything about it in front of all these people.” - Londyn 
 
    I peeked at her from the corner of my eye and saw she was completely in tune with whatever her mother was saying, almost as if she hadn’t sent a message at all. But then I saw her phone casually resting in her lap, letting me know just how slick she had been about it. 
 
    “Eric’s fault. I know you like your space.” - Chance 
 
    Once I pressed send, I took another peek, this time noticing the exact moment she had received my text. And I became nervous once I saw the way she smirked just slightly before typing out a quick response. 
 
    “Well now I don’t want any space. I want you.” - Londyn 
 
    Shit.  
 
    Her begging for it always got me locked and loaded, ready for whatever. But since there wasn’t anything we could do about it like she said before, I offered an alternative with my reply.  
 
    “Maybe I can come by after this wraps up.” - Chance 
 
    This time, I didn’t bother looking at her, checking back in with Miss. Annie’s announcement just as she was thanking everyone for coming. But my eyes didn’t remain there once Londyn quietly excused herself, stepping over my legs on her way out of the room. And the second she disappeared was the same second my phone buzzed with her response. 
 
    “No. I want you NOW.” - Londyn 
 
    The text had me damn near sweating bullets, scanning the room to see had anybody else noticed. But all eyes were thankfully still on Miss. Annie, giving me a chance to text Londyn back.  
 
    “Where’d you go?” - Chance 
 
    “Wait ten minutes, then meet me in the upstairs bathroom.” - Londyn 
 
    I almost started laughing until I realized how much attention that would’ve drawn. And since I knew both of us going ghost at the same time would’ve looked suspicious as hell, I bit back my laugh as I sent, “Yo, you’re wildin’. You’re gonna miss your mom’s thing.” - Chance 
 
    “The thing she’s gonna record for me to watch at every turn? I’ll be fine.” - Londyn 
 
    “Damn, she really is serious,” I thought, just that quickly going from “you’re playin’’” to “how could this work” in my head when I asked, “What if somebody comes up there?” - Chance 
 
    “There’s a bathroom downstairs. No one will even think to come up here.” - Londyn 
 
    Now I was really contemplating the idea, especially with Miss. Annie’s segment beginning meaning everyone’s attention would be there for the meantime. But apparently I was thinking a little too long and hard when my phone buzzed with another message.  
 
    “You’re scared, aren’t you? LOL!” - Londyn 
 
    She was taunting me, trapping me with one of her little games that she knew got to me every time. But I knew if I went, there wouldn’t be a real loser since getting to that bathroom meant getting exactly what I’d been thinking about since I got here.  
 
    Her. 
 
    “Man, you really tryna get me caught up. What am I supposed to tell Eric?” - Chance 
 
    Using her brother always seemed to be my last line of defense, the only thing standing in the way of me coming for her full force. But in true Londyn fashion, she figured out a way to get right past him with ease when she replied, “I’m about to call your phone. Just tell ‘em you need to take it.” - Londyn 
 
    Not even a minute after I read the text, my phone rang with a call from her, the incessant buzzing in my hand coinciding with my heart pounding as I went back and forth on what to do. And while I knew it was risky as hell, I decided it was a risk worth taking when I looked at my phone before telling Eric, “Damn. I gotta take this. I’ll be back, bruh.”  
 
    He hardly paid me any mind, giving a nod before his eyes went back to the television. And it almost felt like my ass was a teenager trying to sneak out of the house the way I kept watching over my shoulder before slipping up the stairs to the bathroom, stepping inside and locking the door behind me to find Londyn sitting on the counter with her legs dangling from the edge.  
 
    She grinned once she saw it was me, hopping down from the counter then unbuttoning her jeans as she said, “I see my plan worked.” 
 
    I was already going for my own button since I figured we didn’t have much time. But just the fact that I was willing to sneak up here for a taste, have a quickie in the same house as both of our families, told me just how hooked she had me when I replied, “Yeah, you always figure out how to get your damn way,” 
 
    “Even when it comes to you,” she said with a smirk, stepping out of her jeans and panties before moving to pull mine down for me. Then she hopped back onto the counter, spreading her legs wide with invitation and causing my dick to spring to life the second I saw how glistening wet she already was.  
 
    That sight was more than enough for me to tell her, “Especially when it comes to me.”    
 
    My response seemed to satisfy her even more as she reached into the mirrored medicine cabinet nearby and pulled out a box of condoms while asking, “Had the show already started?” 
 
    “It just did when I left,” I answered, pulling out one I hoped nobody would miss before opening the package to put it on.  
 
    But Londyn took it from me to do it herself, the usual marvel when she knew she was about to get some in her eyes as she rolled the condom on slowly and asked, “So we probably have… six-ish minutes? Can you make me cum that fast?” 
 
    Once she had it secured, I grabbed her by the ankles, pulling so that her ass was at the edge of the counter then resting them against my shoulders as I replied, “I don’t even need that much. You gotta keep quiet though.” 
 
    “Chance, I know how this works,” she said with an arrogant roll of her eyes as if she had any idea what she was getting herself into.  
 
    Since I knew I’d soon be proving otherwise, I wasn’t at all fazed, getting myself aligned with her slick opening as I told her, “Nah. You knew how it worked with niggas who weren’t worth getting loud for. Not with me.” 
 
    “You’re wasting our time. Make your point,” she replied with the same bravado she’d always start off with; the bravado I loved to wipe right off of her face once I slammed inside of her with a stroke deep enough to make her scream. But with a house full of people a floor below us, she let in a sharp inhale instead, her eyes immediately rolling to the back of her head as she gripped the edge of the counter for leverage.  
 
    Her knuckles flushed red the tighter she gripped as I dug my fingers into each side of her, keeping her exactly where I wanted her so that I could hit every single one of her spots. And I could tell I had done exactly that when she tossed her head back and growled, “Fuckkkk…” 
 
    “Did I make my point?” I asked, continuing to drive her wild as the sound of our skin smacking together echoed off the bathroom walls. But now that I was deep inside her, I didn’t really care who heard us, my focus completely on making use of every second we had even when she whispered, “Shh...shhh...shhh…” which only made me stroke her harder.  
 
    “Chance, please,” she whispered, her eyes pleading with me to give her the orgasm she was chasing.  
 
    But before I could make good on the six-minute time frame I had offered, the door knob rattling then a heavy knock stopped me dead in my tracks, especially once it was followed by Eric’s muffled voice yelling, “Yo, LoLo! Open up! I gotta pee!” 
 
    “Shit,” I whispered, pulling out and dropping Londyn’s legs on the way as I reached to pull my boxers and pants up.  
 
    Instead of rushing in a panic like me, Londyn just sat there watching me, her legs dangling from the counter the same way they had been when I came in. As I worked on the button of my pants, I nodded towards the door as if to silently ask her what I should do. But the shrug she gave me in response did nothing to calm my racing heart, forcing me to pace back and forth to come up with something on my own. And once I did, I released a deep breath, giving her stern eyes that told her to stay where she was before I opened the door and peeked my head through the crack. 
 
    Eric’s fist was raised to the door as if he was just getting ready to knock again, but he dropped it once he saw it was me. “Aww shit. My bad, Chance. I thought Londyn was in here. Watch out, nigga.” 
 
    I didn’t budge, keeping the door shut tightly around me as I told him, “Nah, bruh. I uhh… I flooded the toilet. You gotta pick another one.” 
 
    For whatever reason, that made him laugh. “No wonder your ass was up here. Tried to sneak off so nobody would smell your stinky ass.” 
 
    I gave my best fake laugh with him, along with a forced grin when I said, “Riiiiight. Let me handle this though. You know, get it cleaned up and all that.” 
 
    He nodded, tossing a hand towards the far side of the hall as he said, “There’s extra towels in the closet if you need ‘em. And if your shit is anything like it used to be, just throw ‘em away when you’re done.” 
 
    “I got you. Thanks, E,” I told him, waiting for him to disappear back down the stairs before I finally closed and locked the door behind me. And with my back against the door, I released the breath I hadn’t even realized I was holding, glad to have survived the close call while also trying to figure out why Londyn wasn’t as shook.  
 
    In fact, she was completely calm when she hopped down from the counter to say, “That was a good lie, Chance. I’m impressed.” Then she went for the button of my pants, getting ready to undo the work I had just done until I knocked her hands away. An action she seemed shocked by when she asked, “We’re not gonna finish?” 
 
    “Londyn, your brother would’ve caught us in the act if I hadn’t locked the door. Hell nah we’re not gonna finish,” I replied, moving past her towards the sink to get myself cleaned up.  
 
    She was right behind me, whining through the mirror, “But I’m not done.” 
 
    “Well I am. That shit got me soft like putty,” I told her, removing the button she had just tried to so I could get rid of the condom I still had on.  
 
    But me unzipping my pants was damn near an invitation to Londyn as she wrapped her arms around me from behind and grabbed my dick, already stroking it back to life as she suggested, “Getting you back hard is not a problem, babe.” 
 
    “Babe?” I asked, my eyebrow piqued teasingly at her through the mirror.  
 
    “Chance. Your name is Chance,” she corrected, more to herself than me since of course I knew who the hell I was.  
 
    Still, that didn’t stop me from teasing her about her little slip, turning around and pulling her close by the hips when I told her, “Babe is kinda cute coming off your lips though.” 
 
    “You wish you were babe,” she replied with a smirk just as cute as everything else about her.  
 
    A smirk that had me completely caught up as I agreed, “Maybe I do.” 
 
    First, her eyes went wide with surprise. Then they softened, almost concerned-like before she pulled away to brush me off. “Boy, shut up. You and I both know what it is, so quit pretending otherwise.” 
 
    “What if I’m not pretending?” I asked, leaning against the counter as I waited for her to respond, though I certainly wasn’t expecting the one she gave me.  
 
    “Then I’d tell you to refer back to the fuck buddy handbook. Rule number one: don’t catch feelings,” she replied without skipping a beat as she finally started gathering her own discarded clothes.  
 
    But I quickly realized it was just a tactic to avoid facing me about it, prompting me to grab her by the arm to stop her so I could have her full attention when I asked, “What if it’s too late?” 
 
    Even with my hold on her, she still avoided my eyes when she groaned, “Chance…”  
 
    “What, Londyn? What’s wrong with me actually liking you?” I asked, my first time admitting it out loud to the only person who needed to know. But it was the truth no matter how cool I tried to play it, no matter what plans we came into the shit with, no matter how much I wasn’t trying to be attached to anyone or anything.  
 
    Her eyebrows shot up as she pushed out, “Nothing. It’s just…” 
 
    “You don’t feel the same?” I tried to finish for her.  
 
    But she didn’t quite agree, gnawing on her lip before she quietly explained, “I’m not... allowing myself to feel the same. You and I? We could never be. I thought you knew that.” 
 
    I did know that, but somehow it still didn’t quite make sense. I mean, I knew I wasn’t imagining our connection, wasn’t imagining the natural vibe we had when it was just the two of us. And even if she had let it slip, that “babe” came from somewhere; probably the same place that wasn’t “allowing” her to feel the same. 
 
    “So what the fuck am I doing?” I whispered more to myself than her, realizing just how much the whole thing - she - had me trippin’. I mean, it was one thing for me to start developing real feelings for her. But to have her schooling me on protocol like I didn’t know what it was? 
 
    I was really out of my damn mind, and Londyn only made that realization more valid when she replied, “If you were trying to screw me into having feelings for you, I probably could’ve saved you the headache.” 
 
    With that, there was really nothing more for me to say without starting an argument that wasn’t worth having. So instead, I stayed quiet, finishing my clean up and checking myself in the mirror to make sure nothing seemed too suspicious before I went to leave the bathroom. But I didn’t get too far when Londyn stopped me with a hand against my wrist to say, “Chance, wait…”  
 
    I turned back just slightly to see her over my shoulder and was surprised to see the legitimately concerned expression on her face as she asked, “Are we still cool?” 
 
    The smart thing to do would’ve been to stop while I was ahead, drop out while I had the chance, fall back while it still made sense. But for whatever reason, logic got ruled out by egotism when I finally replied, “If cool means will I still fuck you? Then yeah, I guess so.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Londyn 
 
    The conversation wouldn’t stop playing in my head.  
 
    Chance admitted he had caught feelings, and I… lowkey shamed him for it while also knowing he was far from alone. And even though I knew it was stupid, I couldn’t help thinking about everything that could go wrong instead of just doing what felt right, existing in a space that almost felt too good to be true - probably because I knew it was only temporary.  
 
    Truth be told, that was the only thing keeping me back; the fact that completely falling for him didn’t make sense since I knew he would be leaving soon, going back to his own little life which more than likely included his own little roster of women. But when it was just us two, not even that was enough to stop me from just absorbing everything him, appreciating who he had become and relearning things I thought I already knew.  
 
    In all honesty, when it came to things I’d want in a potential partner, Chance seemed to have them all. He was fine, funny, chill, had a good job, great dick, respected the hell out of me, and did I mention he was fine?  
 
    But he was also Chance.  
 
    Eric’s best friend.  
 
    Chuck - God rest his troubled, trifling soul - and Ellen’s son who now lived a hefty road trip away. 
 
    Off-limits in terms of the real relationship neither one of us were supposed to be interested in; a relationship I was jumping to in my own head since he had only mentioned “liking” me.  
 
    Apparently, I was a little too deep in thought about it all as Khalid whined, “I know you ain’t have me come over here to help you just for me to do all the work.”  
 
    I almost forgot I was even supposed to be taking my braids down, enjoying just sitting there and thinking about Chance more. Though I still told Khalid, “I’m sorry. I’m just… thinking.” 
 
    He just about bopped me upside the side of my head he was working to take down when he said, “Obviously, LoLo. So what’s up? What’s got you all in your head?” 
 
    With a heavy sigh, I admitted, “Chance. He…” 
 
    I didn’t get any further without Khalid interrupting to say, “I’ll fuck ‘em up if he dogged you. You know that, right?”  
 
    While I could appreciate his ride or die mentality, the truth was, “He didn’t do anything. I mean, not really.” 
 
    “So what is it then?” he asked, releasing my hair from the braid and tossing the weave in the trash.  
 
    I had a braid in my hand to do the same, but couldn’t do anything with it once I answered, “He told me he liked me.”  
 
    Just saying it out loud made my chest tight with… feels; things I wished I could embrace instead of push away. But since embracing them meant putting myself at risk for getting hurt in the long run - or a few weeks when he left - , brushing them off seemed like the only option, even if that didn’t exactly feel good either.  
 
    Of course, Khalid was hardly fazed by any of it, cutting another braid to start on as he asked, “And? You’re dope as fuck. Why wouldn’t he like you?”  
 
    The question was a fair one; one I truly couldn’t answer with anything better than, “Because, he’s not supposed to like me. We’re just supposed to be… doing what we do, you know. No strings attached.” 
 
    It made sense to me. But once again, Khalid seemed unfazed by my explanation, staying focused on my hair when he gave one of his own. “Well the longer you go, the more the strings get tied together whether you like it or not; kinda like headphones. No one ever actually tangles their headphones, but them bitches always find a way to get tied up over time.”  
 
    “Wow,” I thought, hating how much I understood his little analogy while also continuing to listen in as he said, “But I have a feeling this isn’t about him liking you. This is about you liking him.” 
 
    “Why does that sound so elementary?” I asked, finally getting to the braid I was taking out.  
 
    Khalid didn’t exactly make me feel any better about it when he answered, “Because it is, LoLo. If you like him and he likes you, just let the shit be. It’s really not that complicated. And I mean, for y’all to do what y’all do as much as y’all do it, the least you could do is like the man.”   
 
    While I could only imagine how Chance would feel if he knew Khalid was talking about our situation so openly, I also knew Khalid was the only one who wouldn’t judge me for the details, even when I replied, “But it is that complicated. I mean, he’s only here for a little while longer. Then what?” 
 
    “Then you figure out the next step when you get there. But for you to be trippin’ like homie asked you to marry him is a little much. A lotta much,” he muttered, shaking his head as his eyes went back to my hair.  
 
    I tried to do the same, pulling the weave out and tossing it in the trash as I explained, “I didn’t trip. I just… put him back in the place we agreed on.” 
 
    To me, it sounded simple enough, staying in the lane we had set the only way to ensure we wouldn’t crash. But according to Khalid, there was apparently nothing wrong with a little detour once he explained, “Shit changes all the time, Londyn. And I know you on your “independent woman, don’t need no man” shit, but ain’t nothin’ wrong with going with the flow and doing what feels right.”  
 
    He had a point.  
 
    While going with the flow hadn’t always been my thing, my calculated moves serving me much better, there wasn’t room for plans and strategy when it came to Chance. He was different, which meant he was also deserving of a different me who wasn’t afraid to go off the beaten path a little bit; wasn’t afraid to just… enjoy something for what it was, even if it wasn’t how I originally imagined it. 
 
    So instead of starting on the last set of braids, I grabbed my phone to shoot Chance a text that I hoped could get us back on track - or at least send us on the scenic route. 
 
    “Hey. You busy tonight?” - Londyn 
 
    My phone was still in my hand when I saw the bubbles pop up on the screen meaning he was typing out a reply. But for how long it showed he was typing, I certainly wasn’t expecting a basic ass, “Yup.” - Chance  
 
    Khalid was already over my shoulder reading the message, laughing as he said, “Damn. For it to only be one word, that text is loud as hell.” 
 
    It was so short, yet so definite; not leaving any room for me to maneuver my way back into his good graces. And as I stared at my phone feeling dumbfounded, I asked, “What do I say back? Or do I even say anything at all? See. This is exactly why catching feelings is for the birds.” 
 
    “Well tweet, tweet, shorty. Cause you got it bad,” Khalid replied with another laugh, not being any help outside of the fact that he had probably taken down more of my braids than I had. But considering the trauma he had left on my fingers from doing his hair over the years, it was really the least he could do, leaving me to figure out what to respond.  
 
    Naturally, I was tempted to reply with some of the same attitude he was obviously giving me. But since I was supposed to be doing “different”, I decided to play nice, giving him a sweet and honest response instead. 
 
    “Well if plans change, let me know. I’d love to see you.” - Londyn 
 
    Staring at my phone, I truly felt proud of myself for not going the petty route. But I wished I had once I read his reply that had only doubled in size from the first one.  
 
    “I bet.” - Chance 
 
    “Okay, seriously. What the fuck is wrong with him?” I thought out loud, prompting Khalid to peek over my shoulder once again.  
 
    But I wished he hadn’t since he only rubbed in the fact that Chance was being an ass when he gushed, “Wow. This nigga really ain’t playin’. I mean, I know I can be cold. But Chance is on some straight Frozen, wanna build a snowman shit.”  
 
    The fact that Khalid actually sounded impressed had me snapping my head back to say, “Hey! Whose side are you on?!” 
 
    “Yours, little baby. You know that. But I’m also taking notes on this free game he’s dishin’ out,” he replied with another little chuckle that had me tossing an elbow his way. Then I went back to my phone, the conversation once again at a stopping point that had me questioning if I should reply at all.  
 
    While it probably made more sense for me to just let it be, I couldn’t help myself when I finally typed out, “You bet? What’s that supposed to mean? - Londyn 
 
    “I bet you wanna see me tonight, but I have plans. So maybe another time.” - Chance 
 
    Him being busy - having plans -  wasn’t what bothered me since that was pretty typical. But the fact that he was offering another time as an alternative instead of later on tonight like usual had me feeling suspicious enough to ask, “Plans more important than me?” - Londyn 
 
    “Obviously.” - Chance 
 
    “Man, give me your damn phone, LoLo. You ain’t doing nothin’ but digging yourself into a deeper hole for no reason,” Khalid said, reaching to snatch my phone from my hand and save me from myself.  
 
    But somehow I managed to dodge him, practically fuming when I said, “No. Fuck that. I’m about to get some answers,” while also typing out, “What’s her name?” - Londyn 
 
    Once I pressed send, Khalid released the heaviest of sighs, clearly disappointed with how I was handling the situation. But his feelings about it didn’t matter, my eyes tight as I read Chance’s latest text.  
 
    “Why do you even care?” - Chance 
 
    “Why do I care?” I asked myself, the question calming me down just slightly since I shouldn’t have given a damn. But I did care, because of feelings; the same feelings he apparently had for me… until now.  
 
    With that, I found just enough leftover petty to reply,  “I don’t. I’m just asking.” - Londyn 
 
    “Because you care…” - Chance 
 
    “Checkmated your ass. That’s what you get,” Khalid said, making me roll my eyes as I went back and forth on what to say.  
 
    On one hand, I wanted to admitted he was right, be off the games and just lay it all out there for him to decide what to do next. But on the other hand, I couldn’t get over the fact that he was already seeing someone else - making plans more important than me. A fact that ruled out any and all sensibilities when I typed out, “Are you gonna tell me who it is, or you hiding that bitch?” - Londyn 
 
    “Londyn, you’re really trippin’ now,” Khalid said, his tone the most serious it had been all evening. And once I read Chance’s reply, I quickly realized I should’ve given him my phone when I had the chance, feeling ridiculous for taking things so far.  
 
    “Pretty sure my mother isn’t a bitch. And I wasn’t hiding anything. It just wasn’t your business. ” - Chance 
 
    “You’re right. It’s not. Have a good night.” - Londyn 
 
    “I will.” - Chance 
 
    “I hate him. He’s canceled,” I told Khalid, finally tossing my phone to the side since it had already gotten me in plenty of trouble; not to mention I had called Miss. Ellen a bitch on accident. But the fact that I had gotten so irrationally emotional spoke louder than I liked, only frustrating me even more since I still wanted his ass.  
 
    “Man, you gotta get out your feelings or call one of your homegirls for this shit. Cause I ain’t equipped,” Khalid said, shaking his head as he continued doing all the work on my braids.  
 
    I was even more grateful now since that allowed me to just sit there and pout, my lips pushed out when I whined, “Why are y’all like this?” 
 
    Once again, he seemed more on Chance’s side than mine when he fired back, “Why are you like this? How can you be mad at him when you’re the one who set the precedent?” 
 
    “Stop making so much sense,” I groaned, closing my eyes until Khalid yanked hard on one of the few braids left to get my attention.  
 
    I threw him the nastiest side eye when he said, “You mean, stop telling you exactly what your stubborn ass needs to hear. After what you said, you can’t be mad at him for acting so… detached. I mean, he really has no choice but to fall back if you made him feel like he was doing too much.” 
 
    “But what if I don’t want him to fall back?” I asked, desperate for any and all advice that would get Chance and I on better terms.  
 
    Of course Khalid made it sound simple as hell when he answered, “Then quit being a little petty bop and tell him the truth.”  
 
    “And if he hurts my feelings?” I countered, thinking the reminder of them being at stake would put things in perspective for Khalid. 
 
    But he only shrugged as he said, “Then it’s probably your fault.” 
 
    “Khalid!” 
 
    “What? I’m just sayin’. I know how you can get and shit ain’t always as sweet as you think. But if he does some legit foul shit, I’ll fuck ‘em up for you,” he replied, the fact that he at least had my back in that regard enough to put me at ease even though I still didn’t know what to do next.  
 
    Ideas didn’t come easy, but the first one that came to mind was, “His mom doesn’t live far from here. Should I just… swing by?” 
 
    “Hell nah. Especially not with your hair looking like a damn bird’s nest.” 
 
    “We’re almost done!” I defended, catching the side eye he shot my way before I corrected, “You’re… almost done. I just need to wash it really quick.” 
 
    Instead of agreeing with my plans, Khalid only shook his head as he replied, “I’m not gonna tell you what to do cause I know you’re gonna do what you wanna do anyway. But if you want my advice, just stay home.”  
 
    He knew I wasn’t going to stay home.  
 
    He knew I’d be getting in my car the second my hair dried - enough - and riding over to Chance’s mother’s house in hopes of running into him, just so I could lay it all on the table and revise what was originally supposed to be a simple arrangement. But I probably should’ve stayed home since, once I turned onto Miss. Ellen’s street, I saw a car in the driveway. A car I quickly learned belonged to the girl Chance claimed to have never had feelings for meaning he wasn’t exactly spending tonight with his mother.  
 
    I parked in the shadows so that I could watch as Chance walked Michelle to her car, obviously enjoying whatever she was talking about according to the smile on his face. He even played gentleman by opening her door for her, hanging onto it as she climbed in before bidding her a pleasant farewell. 
 
    Too damn pleasant.  
 
    He watched from the driveway as she pulled off, waiting until she turned the corner before he headed back inside. And I could only sit there feeling… foolish amongst other things since I had so wrongfully assumed he was actually telling me truth about his little plans.  
 
    I damn near jumped out of my seat when my phone buzzed with a text from the culprit himself.  
 
    “Finished early. You still want me?” - Chance 
 
    The unfortunate truth was that I did still want him, even after watching him and Michelle. But I couldn’t go out like that, using my right mind to reply,  “No thanks. I don’t do sloppy seconds.” - Londyn 
 
    Or maybe it wasn’t my right mind since I wasn’t even supposed to know about him and Michelle, a fact he might’ve picked up on according to his response.  
 
    “Sloppy seconds? What are you talking about?” - Chance 
 
    “Nothing. I’m going to bed. Goodnight.” - Londyn 
 
    “Nah, wake up. I’m on my way.” - Chance 
 
    “Shit,” I whispered, too close to his mother’s house to start my car without drawing attention to myself with the headlights. But since he had yet to come back outside meaning he wasn’t exactly on his way quite yet, I typed out, “I’m not home.” hoping that would deter him.  
 
    It didn’t take long for me to realize it was me who was the distracted one, forgetting my own words once I read, “So how are you going to bed?” - Chance 
 
    In a panic, I went back to my old ways, firing off a text I knew wouldn’t make anything better. But I couldn’t help myself, pressing send on what I knew was far from the truth.  
 
    “Who said I was going to my own?” - Londyn 
 
    “LOL wowwww. Aight, bet. Have fun.” - Chance 
 
    His text gave me mixed feelings; on one hand frustrated that he was giving up so easily and on the other hand tickled that he was trying to mask his usual jealousy. With that in mind, I found myself smirking in the darkness of my car as I sent, “You don’t mean that.”  
 
    “Nah, go ahead and get your ass disappointed if you want to. You know whoever it is ain’t gonna do you like I would. Your loss.” - Chance 
 
    His arrogance should’ve had me pulling off while I had the chance, finding a non-disappointing bed to hop into just to prove him wrong. But it was that arrogance of his that made him so fuckin’ attractive, enough to have me biting my lip while I tried to figure out my next move.  
 
    It would’ve been easy to do the usual, go back and forth just to get each other even more fired up. But then I remembered my earlier conclusion; the idea of doing “different”. And in this case, “different” meant being completely honest.  
 
    I glanced at my surroundings, thinking of how crazy the truth would sound once he read it. And even though I knew I was doing it in an effort to step completely out of my comfort zone, I still struggled to type and send, “I’m outside.”  
 
    My heart thumped through my ears as I waited for him to respond, waited for him to call me crazy or at least tell me to take my ass home. But instead of sending a text, he came right on out, standing on the porch as he looked up and down the street for my car before glancing down at his phone again.  
 
    “Where at?”- Chance 
 
    I didn’t respond, choosing to flash my lights at him to get his attention. And as I watched his usual confident strides towards my car, I felt myself growing uneasy, not having any plans on what to do next.  
 
    He made his way to the passenger’s side, waiting for me to unlock the door before he climbed in. And once he was inside, he wasted no time asking, “Londyn, what are you doing here?” 
 
    “Besides being an irrational bird?” I asked more to myself than him, unable to even look his way the longer I thought about what I had gotten myself into by just showing up. But instead of making me feel even sillier than I already felt for being here, he reached over and grabbed me by my chin, meeting my lips with a gentle kiss over the center console.  
 
    Then a second.  
 
    Then a third that he nipped at my bottom lip with.  
 
    And then a fourth that almost had me losing any and all logic before I could ask, “You didn’t kiss her, did you? I mean, I didn’t see you kiss her. But like, before that?” 
 
    His eyes were soft with amusement when he inquired, “You’ve been sitting out here this whole time?” Watching me nod before he asked, “Why didn’t you say anything, Londyn?” 
 
    “Because I shouldn’t be here,” I admitted, the vulnerability of it all leaving me completely unsettled.  
 
    Still, Chance attempted to make me feel a little better about it when he lifted my chin, meeting my eyes to reply, “But you are. And I’m happy to see you.”  
 
    “You sure weren’t acting too happy about anything me earlier…” I muttered as I averted my eyes, reminding him of the cold shoulder that should’ve kept me away.  
 
    But just as Khalid had explained, Chance was pretty much on the same wavelength when he asked, “What was I supposed to do? Play nice and get tied up in you even more than I already am?” 
 
    “Like headphones…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I shook my head, brushing off Khalid’s earlier analogy as I pushed out, “Nothing.” Then I turned in my seat to ask straight out, “Do you wanna, come over or something? We don’t even have to fuck. I just wanna… chill.”   
 
    The question was simple, but everything about it still felt weird and uncomfortable since just hanging out together had never been on our radar. But that’s what I wanted, and it seemed as if he was game with the way he grinned to say, “Because you like me.” 
 
    I refused to feed his ego off tops, rolling my eyes as I teased, “Because you aight.”  
 
    But when he hit me with a, “Yeah right” eyebrow, I couldn’t help but tell the truth, putting my hand on his knee as I said, “Because I like you, Chance. And that… has me trippin’. Obviously. But I don’t wanna fight it anymore. I just wanna… be, while we can. Whatever that means.” 
 
    Coming into this without a script had me saying things I wasn’t even sure I meant. But in the moment, it felt right. And since I was supposed to be doing just that, I let it fly, glad to see Chance’s smile grow even wider when he replied, “That’s all I was saying the other day, Londyn. But you started trippin’ on me like I was asking you to marry me or somethin’.” 
 
    “Okay. Are you and Khalid the same person or what?” I asked, watching the smile on his face fall flat since he had no idea what I was talking about. 
 
    In fact, the only thing he seemed to hear was Khalid’s name which had him growling, “What I tell you about that shit?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said with a laugh, watching him give an annoyed shake of his head before he leaned in to tug at one of the curls that was hanging from my ponytail.   
 
    “Your hair smells good as fuck,” he said, leaning in even further for a full whiff.  
 
    His closeness to my ear was enough to have me squirming, but I still managed to inform him, “I just washed it.” Something I quickly learned wasn’t news at all when he replied, “I know. I saw it on your Snapchat.” 
 
    “So even though you were being mean, you were still checking for my moves?” I asked, my lips twisted and my eyebrow piqued with amusement.  
 
    He didn’t even bother trying to play it off when he answered, “Was tryna see what nigga had you out here making foolish decisions.” 
 
    “Should’ve looked in the mirror for the answer to that,” I told him with a smirk, knowing of all the things I had done when it came to men, this was easily the craziest.  
 
    But once again, Chance tried to make me feel better - or maybe make himself feel better - when he replied, “Nah, ain’t nothin’ foolish about me. And if there was, you wouldn’t have come over here.”  
 
    I nodded to agree. “This is true. But I still have questions.” 
 
    Chance released a heavy sigh as if he already knew what I was talking about, not even waiting for me to ask flat out before he explained, “I was coming over to have dinner with my mom and do some more work on the house, but she’s steady tryna set me up with Michelle. I was cordial, for my mother’s sake, and let her help me with a few things on the house since I’m using all the free help I can get. But that was it.” 
 
    “I saw you cheesin’ all in her face, Chance,” I told him, that fact telling me there was more to the story than just “mom made me do it”.  
 
    Instead of being straightforward like he had been before, he joked, “Man, you were really on some P.I. shit over here, weren’t you? All ducked off and what not.” 
 
    “Don’t try to change the subject,” I snapped, knowing any deterrence meant he was probably working on a cover-up lie in his head.  
 
    But instead of continuing to delay, he actually gave an alibi that made sense. “I smiled at the girl cause she made a joke about the cake my mom made her take home. The cake we both knew was dry as hell.” 
 
    I was more than familiar with Miss. Ellen’s dry ass cakes, just the thought of the grainy texture enough to have my throat clogging like I had ate a piece myself. And as I swallowed it down, I sang, “Mmhmm. I guess that’s a good enough of lie.”  
 
    “I’m serious, Londyn. I wouldn’t do you like that, even though you’d do me like that,” he replied, his voice growing quietly annoyed as if he had just remembered my earlier stunt.  
 
    Since we both knew it was just a tease now, I couldn’t help but grin when I asked, “Were you mad though? Be honest.” 
 
    His face twisted as he groaned, “Man, I already told you I was on your shit with a quickness, ready to do my own little detective work.” 
 
    Just the thought of him watching my Snapchat story for clues made me giggle, the fact that we were both out here pressed as hell allowing me to tell him, “If all this crazy shit is what “like” looks like, I don’t know if I want it.” 
 
    To be honest, the whole thing had me wondering if I had ever really “liked” anyone before, everything about this feeling so much different than the norm, so much more… potent. But it felt right, and it felt good, and even if I knew it wasn’t forever, I was going to enjoy the now. And according to Chance, that was truly my only option anyway once he replied, “Well I hate to be the one to break it to you, but you ain’t got a choice.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    “I can’t believe this wine really got me buzzin’.” 
 
    I glanced at the glass in my hand as if it was going to explain itself, my eyes already sitting low like I had been drinking something much stronger. But no, it was only Londyn’s girly ass red wine that had me tipsy - and lowkey feeling lusty as hell - as she leaned in to gush, “So good, right? A grown-up buzz for a grown ass man who should’ve left those awful beer cans back in college.”  
 
    “Ain’t nothin’ wrong with a Bud Light,” I told her, a cold six-pack my go-to on game day for any sport.  
 
    But Londyn made it sound like the worst thing in the world when she corrected, “Everything is wrong with a Bud Light. Bud Light screams… white frat boy who makes lowkey racist jokes expecting you to laugh. Not fine, brown specimen with a good paying job.”  
 
    “I am a fine brown specimen with a good paying job, huh?” I asked with a wink that was probably more of a slow blink considering how buzzed I was.  
 
    Still, it managed to have the same effect as Londyn blushed when she agreed, “You are. So drink up.”  
 
    I did exactly what she asked, taking the sip while also trying to figure out how we had gotten to this point in such a short span of time; going from straight up beefin’ to chillin’ with each other on some casual shit like we had done it a thousand times. But I suppose that was part of what made our situation so unique, the fact that we were so comfortable around each other thanks to our history even if we were seeing each other in a different light.  
 
    A better light.  
 
    “Man, quit tryna get me drunk so I wanna fuck you. We’re not on that, remember?” I asked teasingly, taking another sip that would probably have me wanting to go balls deep by the end of the night.  
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised to hear Londyn play right into that theory when she replied, “Who said that? I didn’t say that. I said, we don’t even have to. Meaning if we don’t, we don’t, but we can definitely do.”  
 
    “Well we ain’t. So what you tryna do instead?”  
 
    She looked around her living room before suggesting, “How about I whoop your ass in Mario Kart?”  
 
    A hearty laugh immediately slipped out in response. Not because I thought it was a bad idea, but because she was out of her mind thinking she could beat me in anything. In fact, I couldn’t help but tease, “Girl, you must already be drunk. Cause you damn sure can’t whoop my ass in any game you have.” 
 
    “Wanna bet?” she asked with a confident grin, moving from the couch towards the systems she had hidden in the cabinets under her television stand.  
 
    I bit my lip as I watched her maneuver around on the floor, the little ass shorts she had on giving me a thousand and one ideas when I asked, “What you got worth betting?” 
 
    As if she could read my mind, she peeked back over her shoulder to answer, “Every time I win, you gotta take something off. And if you win - you won’t, but… - if you win, I’ll do the same.”  
 
    “Which will eventually get you what you wanted all along. You ain’t slick, Londyn,” I told her with a laugh, even though I was definitely down for some strip-gaming.  
 
    “It’ll be fun though,” she quickly defended, tossing a controller at me before she took the seat next to me on the couch.  
 
    She was already getting the game set up on the screen as I teased, “Might as well start taking off your clothes now.” My words enough to make her stop what she was doing to reply with a serious face, “I can and I will. Fuck this game.” 
 
    No matter how tempting her offer was, I used her own little line against her when I leaned into her shoulder and mocked, “It’ll be fun, remember?”  
 
    Instead of agreeing, she rolled her eyes before pulling them back to the screen to finish getting us all set up. And after we picked our characters - of course her ass had to be Princess Peach -, we got after it, our first round on the track ending in a… victory for her? What the hell?  
 
    “Take it off, babe,” she sang, her lip pulled between her teeth as she waited for me to get rid of some piece of clothing.  
 
    I couldn’t move right away, too distracted by her word choice when I told her, “Here you go with that babe shit. You know what it does to me.” 
 
    “I sure do. So you still wanna keep playing?” she asked, already trying to drop out early to get her way.  
 
    But instead of doing just that, I got rid of my hoodie, setting it next to me before telling her, “Yep. Let me get you naked first.”  
 
    To my surprise, that response seemed to satisfy her as we started a second round. And while I was completely focused on not losing anymore, it still happened, Londyn’s character swooping right in front of me in the last few seconds.  
 
    “Fuck,” I hissed, smacking my controller on the couch in frustration like a sore loser.  
 
    Of course, Londyn rubbed it right in, laughing at my pain as she gushed, “Wow. You’re making this too easy, babe.” 
 
    “Londyn…” I groaned, my annoyance with myself colliding with my growing appetite for her.  
 
    Once again, she tried to take the opportunity to drop out early, suggesting with a smirk, “We can be done with this, Chance.” 
 
    “Nah, it’s personal now,” I told her, yanking off my t-shirt and getting a whistle of a reaction which meant Londyn really thought she was running shit.  
 
    I couldn’t go out like that.  
 
    Sitting at the edge of the couch, I was all in as we started the next round, hyperfocused on doing whatever I had to do to not be the only one getting rid of my clothes. And thankfully, I came out on top, crossing the finish line before telling her, “A nigga done almost sobered up fuckin’ around with your competitive ass. Now take that shit off.” 
 
    “All of it?” she asked, her eyebrow piqued as she offered another out.  
 
    But the fact that I was still down two to one was enough for me to tell her, “Just the shirt.” Watching her do it slow and seductively as I teased, “Mmhm. Piercing poppin’ through your bra. I see you, baby.”  
 
    She giggled, tossing a hand my way before picking up her controller to start our next bout. And now that I had gotten one victory under my belt, I was in the zone, dusting Londyn’s ass with ease. 
 
    “Damnit!” she shouted, clearly as frustrated as I had been in the beginning. 
 
    Now that the tables were turned, I rubbed it in the same way she had, pouting my lips when I teased, “Aww. So sad. Little LoLo racking up L’s left and right.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes before standing up to take off the shorts she had been taunting me with all night, leaving her in just her bra and panties. And while the sight was damn near perfection, it also prompted me to tell her, “You ain’t got enough clothes on to play this game.” 
 
    “I have plenty. And the rest are staying on,” she replied with enough attitude to make me laugh; the fact that we were now tied obviously getting to her. But instead of saying anything more, she started up another round, completely focused until she finally got a win that I may or may not have let her get. 
 
    Nah, she really whooped my ass fair and square.  
 
    “Yeah, mothafucka! Those jeans are mine!” she shouted, standing up to do a little dance that had me cracking up as I stood up to pull my jeans off. Then she looked me up and down, back in her bag when she said, “Socks and boxers. What a look. Fashion icon.” 
 
    “Says the fine ass chick stuck in her bra and panties,” I reminded her with a look of my own; an appreciative slow gaze that had her biting her lip by the time I made it to her face.  
 
    But just as quickly as she had gotten me caught up, ready to drop out the same way she had been earlier, she plopped back down on the couch to reply, “Fine ass chick in her bra and panties who’s about to get this dub and your socks.”  
 
    “Not so fast, little mama,” I told her, resuming my seat next to her before we started another round. And while the race was a tight one, I still managed to edge her out in the end.  
 
    “Shit, shit, shit!” she screeched, her face pulled into a scowl as if she was mad at herself for losing.  
 
    “You got some single bills? Maybe you’ll feel better if I throw a few at you while you take your clothes off,” I taunted, leaning back against the couch to prepare for the show. And when she stood up, I just knew she was going to make it good for me until, instead of going for her undergarments, she pulled her hair from the ponytail it was in and tossed the holder at me.       
 
    “Man, you cheatin’! A ponytail holder is not an article of clothing!” I whined, holding it up in disbelief since it should’ve been her damn panties. 
 
    But I shouldn’t have been surprised to learn her ass wasn’t going to play fair, a sneaky grin on her face as she defended, “Says who? I didn’t see that listed in the rulebook. The only rule was that I’d have to take something off.” 
 
    “Wowww. Aight, bet. It don’t even matter cause I’m about to win again,” I told her, determined to get her exactly how I wanted her now that she was trying to finesse me. But just because that was how I wanted it to go didn’t mean it was actually going to happen, Londyn’s little princess getting an easy victory that had the most arrogant smirk sitting on her face. 
 
    She didn’t even look at me, just stuck her hand out to demand, “Socks, please.”  
 
    “Nah, I want my socks. You can have these,” I told her, standing up right in front of her before stepping out of my boxers.  
 
    My dick almost hit her in the chin the way it leaped right on out, the wine and excitement of our little competition shooting right to the tip. And I was glad to see that usual glow in Londyn’s eyes as she stared at it while asking, “Chance, how am I supposed to focus on the game with your dick all out?”  
 
    “Who said I want you to focus on the game with my dick all out?” I asked her, the combination of her half-naked body and my mostly-tipsy state taking over now that I had lost almost all of my clothes.  
 
    But Londyn seemed ready regardless, licking her lips before confirming, “You know this means I won, right?” 
 
    I shrugged, pulling her up from the couch and into my arms as I replied, “A win for you is really a win for us.” 
 
    She giggled as I bent my head to kiss her neck, my dick poking her in the belly when she insisted, “Don’t try to get on the bandwagon now, bruh. I won all by myself.” 
 
    “And I’m about to win right now. So what that mean?” I asked her, gnawing at my lip as I looked down at her and waited for her to dispute my claims.  
 
    She didn’t, slipping closer to me and wrapping her arms around my waist as she gushed, “It means, get us to the bedroom as fast as you can.”  
 
    I didn’t think twice before I picked her up and tossed her over my shoulder, making her squeal and giggle as she reached to smack my bare ass. But I wasn’t fazed, smiling to myself as I carried her down the hall while asking, “We’re actually fuckin’ in your bed for a change? I might have to let you win more often.” 
 
    Her body went still in my hold around her legs. And though I couldn’t see her face, I could still feel the tension when she said, “Chance. You didn’t, did you? You didn’t, “let me win”?” 
 
    Of course her competitive ass was worried about that of all things, making me laugh as I told her, “Nah, you did your thing. I might’ve been a little tipsy, but I still wanted to win. And I didn’t, because you knew what you were doing on the sticks.”  
 
    She seemed satisfied with that by the time I tossed her on the bed, a smirk on her face as she rested on her elbows and said, “Thank you. Now it’s time for a little victory lap.” 
 
    I couldn’t have agreed more, pulling at her panties and tossing them to the side before climbing on the bed to join her. And I was just getting ready to dive right in until she stopped me with a hand to my chest. “Uhhh… you’re forgetting something.”  
 
    “Oh, damn. My bad,” I told her, standing back up and waiting for her to direct me to the condom stash I hadn’t seen with my own two eyes since she usually was the one to get them. And as I dug in her nightstand drawer, I couldn’t help but laugh as I pulled out a condom along with her little bullet vibrator. “So this is what you be on when I’m not here, huh?” 
 
    She shrugged as much as she could in her position. “A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do.”  
 
    “Let me see,” I told her, tossing the toy onto the bed within her reach before instructing, “Play with it for me.”   
 
    “Chance…” she groaned, obviously more in the mood for me than her toy. But I wasn’t budging, the idea of watching Londyn get herself off way too sexy for me to skip out on now that I had the opportunity.  
 
    She grunted as she reached for the toy, clicking it on to a resounding buzz before gliding it against her inner thighs to taunt me. But eventually, she pressed it gently against her clit, immediately arching from the bed in reaction as if she had surprised herself. Then she had all eyes on me, one hand keeping her bullet exactly where she wanted it while the other grabbed her breast, giving it a squeeze that had me grabbing my own shit.  
 
    “Damn,” I moaned, slowly stroking myself in my hand as I watched her work. And once she realized the effect her little show was having on me, she went all in, tweaking her nipples, biting her lip, hissing and humming in reaction to the pleasure.  
 
    It was… hypnotizing. But thankfully, I didn’t have to stay still, slipping the condom on before finally rejoining her on the bed. Then I kept her little toy between us as I dug inside her, the combination of the vibrations against her clit and my dick enough to make her yelp.  
 
    It would’ve been nothing for me to give her the usual, get rough the way she liked and pound her into a stupor before making her cum a couple times then getting my own. But tonight felt… different.  
 
    Maybe it was the wine, or maybe it was just the general good vibe lingering between us. But something told me to take my time, give her spine-tingling slow strokes and gentle kisses everywhere I could reach. So that was exactly what I did, a delicious friction created with every plunge as I kissed and nibbled against her collarbone before moving my lips to hers. And she greedily accepted every crevice of my mouth, groaning through the dance of our tongues as she dropped her toy to bring both of her hands to my face to pull me closer.  
 
    Our lips were just barely parted when she groaned, “Oh my God, Chance. You’re gonna fuck around and turn me psycho for real, for real.” 
 
    “Good,” I told her with a smirk, continuing the steady groove in my hips as I rolled them into her. 
 
    Her eyes were squeezed shut as she replied, “Not. Good. But so... good.”  
 
    She was absolutely right, everything about the moment feeling like something I had never felt before; a connection much deeper than just a casual fuck. And while I’d definitely have to revisit what the hell was happening later, for now I wanted it all, telling her, “Open your eyes, baby. I wanna see you.” 
 
    “Chance, this is… too much,” she moaned, cracking her eyes open just slightly as if it was a struggle.  
 
    Since I felt myself on the brink of bustin’ and bustin’ hard, I couldn’t have agreed more. Though I still managed to correct, “It’s perfect, Londyn. You’re perfect.” 
 
    With all that was going on at once, somehow it was that - a simple compliment - that took her over the edge, cumming in waves as she gripped the sheets and sang my name while I continued to give her everything I had - whatever she wanted. And once we were both satiated, I collapsed onto the bed next to her, a thick silence between us until Londyn said, “I’m like… shedding actual tears right now. What the fuck is happening?” 
 
    I turned on my side so that I could see her, wiping them away for her as I teased, “Good dick will do that to you, Londyn. Grown man dick. You don’t know nothin’ about that.” 
 
    “So you have a few glasses of wine and now you’re grown?” she asked with a laugh, climbing from the bed to go clean herself up.  
 
    I was only a few steps behind when I told her, “Nah, I’ve been grown. Just waiting for you to catch up.” 
 
    “Boy, what are you even talking about? I’ve been on,” she replied with a proud smirk, her lips twisted in the mirror as if she was daring me to say she was wrong. But she was speaking nothing but the truth, her shit obviously clicking on all cylinders from her job, to her crib, to her whip, and everything in between.  
 
    Only thing missing is me.  
 
    With that, I had to agree, “You sure have. Sexy ass.”  
 
    Then I smacked her ass, making her giggle before she asked, “You’re staying the night, right? I mean, it’s really late and you’ve been drinking so it wouldn’t make sense for you to…” 
 
    While it was cute to see her beat around the topic, I still cut her off, disposing of the condom as I said, “Londyn, just tell me what you want.” 
 
    She was struggling to say it, I could tell by the look in her eyes. But I needed to hear it, needed to know we were really on the same page this time. And even if it took all night, I wasn’t letting her move until she said, “I want you to stay the night, Chance. In my bed.”  
 
    It came out as more of a whisper, something I probably wouldn’t have been able to hear if it wasn’t just the two of us. But I had heard her, and I was more than happy to accept her invitation with a simple, “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay?” she asked, her eyebrow piqued as if she was really surprised to hear it.  
 
    I nodded, making it clear when I told her, “Yes, Londyn. I’ll stay. Just don’t be tryna back your ass into my dick all night. I’m cashed out.”  
 
    “You’re never cashed out when it comes to me, Chance,” she gushed, grabbing my hand to lead us back towards the bed. And I wondered if she was going to test her little theory when she pulled the cover back, climbing in first then inviting me to join. But she didn’t, instead settling in right under my arm the same way she had done back at my hotel with the same perfect fit to match.  
 
    I was already dozing off when a booming sound in the distance snapped me back awake, the fact that Londyn wasn’t snoring yet prompting me to ask, “Yo, did you hear that?” 
 
    “Hear what?” she asked, her voice groggy as if she might’ve been sleep after all.  
 
    But now that I had her full attention, I told her, “It sounded like somebody knocking.” 
 
    She immediately brushed it off, snuggling tighter against me as she replied, “No one in their right mind would be knocking at my door at this time of night besides you. And you’re right here so…” 
 
    The sound came again, cutting her off and making me anxious all at once.  
 
    “Nah, Londyn. Somebody is definitely out there. I know you heard that.” 
 
    As if we had asked the culprit to speak up, a voice shouted, “LoLo! LoLo, let me in, I gotta piss!”  
 
    Whoever it was was obviously familiar with Londyn if he was calling her LoLo. And while the only person that came to my mind was Eric - meaning we were caught - I was just slightly relieved to hear her huff, “Damnit, Khalid.” 
 
    She climbed out of the bed and grabbed a robe to throw on while I sat there trying to figure out what I should do since she hadn’t exactly given me any instructions before she took off down the hall towards the front door.  
 
    Do I stay here, or go in as back-up?  
 
    Is she coming back any time soon, or is she staying out there with him? 
 
    And why is this nigga showing up to her spot this late at night anyway? 
 
    That final thought was enough to mess up my vibe completely, the decision to get dressed and leave the only one that made sense until I realized I had left my clothes in the living room after our little game. 
 
    “Damnit,” I hissed, my eyes flashing towards the door when it sounded like Khalid’s words were getting louder meaning he was a lot closer than he should’ve been.  
 
    “Man, whose car is that out there in my…”  
 
    His words came to a halt once he noticed me sitting in the bed in my boxers, changing the direction of his little spiel with an, “Awww shit. What upppp, Chance? Happy to see y’all made up and what not. I told her crazy ass to stop trippin’ on you.” 
 
    My face twisted at multiple things. Him talking to me like we were familiar, him commenting on Londyn and I’s situation as if it was any of his business, the fact that not only had he invited himself into Londyn’s bedroom without protest, but that she had even let him get this far without warning him I was in there.  
 
    She really wasn’t focused on me at all, shoving him away as she said, “Khalid, will you just shut up and go to the bathroom?” 
 
    He crunched in response to her push, looking down at her to defend, “I did though, didn’t I, LoLo? Call me the love doctor in this bitch!” Then, like any intoxicated person, his train of thought quickly switched to something new when he asked, “Yo, you got somethin’ to drink? My throat is dry as hell.” 
 
    “You just said you had to pee! Now go pee!” Londyn barked with another push, one that actually made him move.  
 
    “Aight, aight, my bad. I’m going,” he replied with his hands up, finally disappearing towards the bathroom as Londyn released an annoyed sigh. And she wasn’t the only one annoyed as I rolled my eyes, hopping up from the bed and blowing past her towards the living room now that I finally had a chance to get my clothes.  
 
    She watched me get dressed from the back of the couch, a somber expression on her face when she said, “I’m sorry. He hasn’t done this in a really, really long time.”    
 
    “Guess that’s what friends are for, huh?” I asked her, snatching my shirt over my head just as Khalid emerged from the bathroom.  
 
    Now that I could get a good look at him, I could tell he was drunk as hell, tossing his arm over Londyn’s shoulder for support as he said, “So, Chance. Now that I’m finally meeting you, I gotta tell you I admire your game, man. You really had my homie over here buggin’ out over yo’ ass. That’s lowkey goals, bro.” 
 
    Once again, my face twisted, wanting to be even more annoyed with him for knowing so much of our business - or maybe annoyed with Londyn for letting him on so much. But I couldn’t be too upset once I watched Londyn throw a stiff elbow into his side to keep him quiet.  
 
    “Khalid, shut… up!” 
 
    “What, Londyn? I’m just telling the truth. Showing love to another real nigga, you feel me?” he asked… me?  
 
    Is he asking me or her? 
 
    He was so all over the place, I couldn’t tell. But even if I wasn’t sure, Londyn knew to answer, “No. I absolutely don’t feel you. Now can you leave?” 
 
    His face scrunched and I automatically knew some bullshit was coming next. “Leave, how? I didn’t drive. I caught an Uber over here. It was cheaper than going all the way to my spot since that surge pricing was tryna leave a hole in my pockets. That security job decent, but it don’t pay that gotdamn much.” 
 
    “It’s cool. He can stay. I’ll leave,” I told her, grabbing the hoodie I knew I couldn’t leave at her spot if I expected to ever see it again.  
 
    I had barely gotten it over on my head when Londyn slipped from under Khalid to catch me by the wrist. “Chance, no. I mean, I don’t want you to leave. I want you to stay and I want him to find some business.” 
 
    Khalid sucked his teeth as if he couldn’t believe she was kicking him out. But other than that, he remained quiet as I replied, “Nah, it’s aight. Take care of your… friend. I’ll catch you later.” Then I headed towards the door before I got too invested in what was happening.  
 
    Secretly, I wanted to get invested. Set the tone that now that I was in the picture, this drop-by in the middle of the night shit was over and done with. But the fact that I’d only be in town for two more weeks said that would’ve been doing way too much; setting boundaries that wouldn’t even matter once I was gone.  
 
    So I played it easy, even through Londyn’s obvious annoyance when she followed me to the door.  “Okay. Well text me… when you make it home. I haven’t forgotten how much wine you had.”  
 
    I appreciated her at least still caring that much. But when I peeked behind her and saw Khalid making himself comfortable on the couch, replacing me, I could only shake my head as I told her, “Trust me, Londyn. I’m beyond sober now.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Londyn 
 
    Which one of his locs am I going to cut off first? 
 
    That was all I kept thinking as I stared at Khalid sprawled out on my couch, snoring his ass off even though it was well past noon. I still couldn’t believe he had shown up to my house in the middle of the night, drunker than a skunk and spilling tea to Chance like he didn’t know any better; not to mention he had interrupted what would’ve otherwise been a perfect night. But I knew Khalid only let himself get like that when something was really bothering him, that fact enough to have me legitimately concerned instead of reaching for a pair of scissors like I wanted to.  
 
    Still, that didn’t mean I was going to play completely nice, giving him an aggressive shake to wake him while barking, “What happened last night that had you drinking yourself under the table?!” 
 
    He groaned in response, flipping onto his stomach to dodge me as he whined, “Dude, it’s too early for this interrogation shit.” 
 
    Somehow I found enough strength to flip him back upright so that I could see his face when I told him, “It’s not even early and you fucked up my night, so I want answers. Who is she?” 
 
    “Who is who, Londyn?” he groaned, covering his face with his arms as if his hangover was really starting to settle in.  
 
    But not even that was enough to stop me from answering, “The chick who had you drinkin’ your little feelings away last night.” 
 
    This time, he grunted while struggling to sit up. “Man, I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about.” 
 
    With the space now open, I plopped down next to him on the couch, leaning forward so that I could still see his face. And while his red, crusty eyes had me wanting to take it easy on him, him cheating me out of a good night’s sleep in Chance’s arms was more than enough to keep me fired up when I said, “Khalid, I know you think you know me, but I really know you. It was Daniella, huh? She’s still got a hold on you that I’ll never understand.” 
 
    Just thinking about her had me rolling my eyes, especially since she was one of the few people I had ever fist-fought in my life. I mean, it was one thing for her to be jealous of the friendship between Khalid and I, but it was a whole different thing for her to be blatantly disrespectful when talking about it. And when she tried to come at me funny in the club of all places, I had no choice but to put her in her place - by giving her these hands.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if Khalid had ever stopped being mad at me for that night, especially since he hadn’t been there to do anything about it and had to deal with the aftermath of Daniella. But they still fucked around after the fact, something that annoyed me while also not being my situation to judge.  
 
    Khalid was going to do whatever he wanted to do. 
 
    “I haven’t seen Daniella in months,” he finally replied, resting his head in his hands as if that was the only way he could keep it up.  
 
    “So it was Becky with the good hair?” I asked, once again growing annoyed since she had been another one of Khalid’s little pieces who called herself being skeptical of our friendship. But at least she kept it mostly between the two of them instead of coming at me crazy.  
 
    This time, he turned his head towards me, his eyes tight when he sighed, “Damn. Whatever happened to Rebecca? I don’t know why we ever stopped fuckin’ around.” 
 
    “Stay focused, Khalid,” I coached, wanting to get to the bottom of things even if it didn’t have to do with the two of them.  
 
    But the last name I was expecting to hear - since it wasn’t one I had heard before - was, “Jayla Anthony.” 
 
    “Jayla Anthony. Who the hell is Jayla Anthony?” I asked, running the name through my mental contact list trying to place it with a face.  
 
    It made sense that I couldn’t match her once he answered, “She works in the building, different company than you and Chance though. Bad as hell. Stressful as fuck.” 
 
    With that, I couldn’t help but shove him in the shoulder when I yelled, “So you’ve been in a whole ass relationship and didn’t say anything?! What kinda friend are you?” 
 
    He wasn’t fazed by my little push, his eyes off in the distance instead as he explained, “Nah, LoLo. Just been… peepin’ game, watching her moves, seeing how she operates. And I may have had a few drinks to keep myself busy last night when I saw she was in the spot.”  
 
    His drinking having to do with a woman didn’t at all surprise me, but his explanation still left a few holes. Mainly…, “So instead of approaching her, you drank yourself stupid?” 
 
    Khalid wasn’t at all a shy guy, especially when it came to women. He went after whoever he wanted and didn’t give a damn how it turned out, though it almost always went in his favor. I mean, he was handsome, charismatic, and funny; those three things enough to at least get you in the door. But his withdrawn demeanor made sense once he replied, “She’s different, LoLo. Like a… you, but older. A little more refined.” 
 
    “Ohhh. So Jayla’s a bad bitch?” I gushed, grinning from ear-to-ear now that I knew the woman Khalid was dealing with wasn’t just any ol’ jump-off.  
 
    He only doubled down on my claims when he answered, “I mean this respectfully, Jayla’s the baddest bitch I’ve ever come across.”  
 
    “After me,” I quickly corrected.  
 
    He brushed me off, falling back against the couch as he huffed, “Whatever. All I know is, Jayla’s the type of woman who makes you wanna get your shit together so you can come correct. I mean, you gotta come correct or not come at all.”  
 
    My eyebrows shot up in shock, his obvious distress about her enough to make me gush, “Wow. Never thought I’d see the day you’d be so pressed. Then again, if she’s like a me…” 
 
    He cut me off with a hollow laugh. “Man, I swear you’re the most insecure cocky person I know.”  
 
    “Insecure? I am not insecure.”  
 
    Instead of agreeing, he sat back up, attempting to mimic my voice when he said, “Oh my God. Chance is here. How do I look? What should I say? What do I do? Why doesn’t he like me? Why does he like me so much? Help me, Khalid cause I never know what I’m doing even when I act like I do.”  
 
    I wanted to be mad, but the accuracy made me laugh as I told him, “Okay, you made your point. But I still need to see a picture of Ms. Anthony so I can figure out why you think she’s badder than me.” 
 
    He released a sigh as if he didn’t really want to. But since he knew I wouldn’t let it go, he grabbed his phone, scrolling around a little bit before handing it to me. And it only took her first three Instagram pictures for me to profess, “Damn. She is bad. What does she do in our building?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I just know she works on the third floor, and whatever she does keeps her at the building late almost every night,” he replied, leaning over my shoulder to look at the pictures I was sure he had scrolled through a thousand times already. I mean, if I was him I would’ve cause sis was poppin’. But instead of acknowledging that, I just kept on scrolling as Khalid added, “I see her all the time. But when we interact, I can’t seem to get out anything more than, “Have a good night, Mrs. Anthony”.” 
 
    I almost dropped his phone at that, snapping my head back to repeat, “Mrs. Anthony?! Khalid, you’re feenin’ for a married woman?” 
 
    Once again, sis was gorgeous so I understood, especially since I might’ve lusted after a married man from afar a time or two myself. And I hadn’t seen her husband in any of the pictures meaning things could’ve easily been on the rocks anyway. But I was glad when Khalid clarified, “She’s getting divorced. Last night when I saw her, she was out celebrating the shit with her homegirls; part of the reason why I kept on drinkin’. I mean, seeing her in work mode was already sexy as hell. But seeing her let her hair down and all that? Man.”  
 
    I wanted to tease him about being drunk in love, but the fact that he sounded so sincere didn’t allow for it. I mean, he was obviously into this woman and stressed because he didn’t know what to do about it. And honestly, it was kind of adorable, something I had to mention once I finally replied, “Okay. So this is cute or whatever, but I’m still not giving you a pass for busting up my shit last night. I mean, Chance and I were having the best night ever and your drunk ass wanna come through talkin’ about you gotta pee like you couldn’t have done it outside.” 
 
    He held his hands up to apologize. “My bad, my bad. I ain’t know. I’ll apologize to him too if you want.”  
 
    I gnawed at my lip, thinking of how that would probably only make things even more awkward. “I don’t think that’ll be necessary. But next time, if you see that car in the driveway, feel free to send me the Uber tab.”  
 
    His eyebrow immediately piqued. “How much is available on that tab during other emergencies? Asking for a friend.”  
 
    “Boy…” I started, giggling as I gave him another playful shove just as my phone began to ring. And once I saw who was calling, I told Khalid to be quiet before I answered, “Yes, mommy dearest?” 
 
    Her voice was especially panicky when she yelled, “Is Chance with you?!” 
 
    It almost felt like a trick question since she wasn’t supposed to know that we were still messing around. And even though I certainly wished he was with me, the truth was, “Uh… no. He’s not.” 
 
    “Well tell him to get down to the hospital as soon as possible! It’s Ellen!” she shouted, just the thought of something being seriously wrong with his mom enough to make me panic.  
 
    Unfortunately, I couldn’t exactly help with my mother’s request since… “I just said he wasn’t…*click*”  
 
    “Damnit,” I hissed, scrolling through my contacts for Chance’s number when Khalid asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    I didn’t have time to answer his question, my phone already dialing with a call to Chance’s that went just as unanswered as the ones I was sure my mother had already made. But I wasn’t giving up just yet, scrolling through my contacts again to find an alternative route. And while I knew it was a little risky, I called my brother anyway. 
 
    “What you want, LoLo?” he answered, making me roll my eyes since he acted like that was the only reason I ever called him.  
 
    Still, I did my best to stay focused on my mission, blowing past our usual back and forth bickering to ask, “Is Chance with you?” 
 
    “Why you wanna know?” he challenged, a question that might’ve had me a little shook under less important circumstances.  
 
    But since this might’ve been a life or death situation, it only annoyed me more as I told him, “Dude… it’s a simple question. Is he with you or not?” 
 
    “Nah. He was supposed to come hoop with us this morning, but he didn’t show up. Now why you wanna know?” he asked again. 
 
    Even if it was unfortunate, I was glad to have a legitimate explanation. “His mom is in the hospital and they can’t get ahold of him.” 
 
    “Aww damn. I’ll see if I can get in touch,” he replied before hanging up the phone. And now that my second plan hadn’t solved the problem, I knew I really had to jump into action, deciding to go straight to his hotel suite to deliver the news.  
 
    I was already grabbing one of Chance’s hoodies to throw on when I asked Khalid, “You staying here or you coming with me?” 
 
    He immediately sprawled back out on the couch, pulling the cover I had put over him the night before up to his chin as he answered, “I’ll stay. Catch a ride home once my head stops spinning.”  
 
    That was probably best, especially considering showing up to Chance’s with Khalid in tow would’ve probably had him slamming the door in my face before I could even explain why we were there. But since it was just me rushing over to his place then knocking on the door, he answered it with a tired - and incredibly sexy - grin instead.  
 
    “Already back for more, huh?” 
 
    I pushed past him into his suite as I barked, “Chance, why the hell haven’t you been answering the phone?! Everybody is looking for you!” 
 
    Of course he was confused by that, his face scrunched when he followed me towards his bedroom and asked, “Looking for me? Why is everybody looking for me? And who is everybody?” 
 
    I was already sifting through his closet to find a shirt and a pair of pants for him to put on, something that only confused him even more. But as I tossed them each his way, I finally explained, “Your mom is in the hospital!” 
 
    The news took a second to register as he repeated more to himself than me, “My mom is in the… why is my mom in the… yo, we gotta go!” 
 
    “Get dressed. I’ll drive,” I told him, watching as he quickly slipped into the sweatpants and long sleeve I had given him before stuffing his feet into a pair of sneakers. Then he snatched his wallet and phone from the dresser on his mad dash out of the door towards the elevator that seemed to be going in slow motion by the time we finally got on. 
 
    “What happened? Do you know what happened? Is she okay?” he rattled, all questions I couldn’t really answer since my mom hadn’t given me any info.  
 
    “I don’t know. Call my mom. I think she’s already there,” I told him, though I quickly realized my suggestion was useless once he held up his phone to show me it was completely dead.  
 
    No wonder he wasn’t answering anyone’s calls.  
 
    “Well, here. Use mine,” I offered, scrolling through to my favorites to find her number. Then I clicked it to call on speakerphone, handing it over to Chance who was already pacing back and forth.  
 
    He didn’t even wait for her to speak first once it was clear someone had picked up, instead jumping right in to say, “Miss. Annie, it’s me, Chance. What’s going on? Is my mom okay?” 
 
    “Boy, where in the hell have you been?! I’ve been calling your phone for about an hour now!” she shouted, talking to him the same way she’d talk to me or Eric. But in her mind, any friends of ours and any of her friends’ kids were practically hers too.  
 
    And that went both ways, Chance not even shocked by her approach when he replied, “I’m sorry. I was sleep and forgot to put my phone on the charger last night. Now what happened?” 
 
    The heavy sigh she released had me nervous as we both climbed into the car. And I just knew we’d be getting terrible news once she finally answered, “I tried to tell her that trap house was a bad idea. But no, she just had to wait until she fell halfway through the floor to agree with me.” 
 
    “Fell through the floor? Is she okay?” Chance asked, his leg bouncing in the seat as I peeled out of the parking garage.  
 
    My mom didn’t answer him right away, instead talking to someone else as she snapped, “Can’t you see I’m distressed right now?! No pictures please!” Then she got back on the line to say, “She’ll be fine. They think she might’ve broken her leg in a few spots, but she’s still doing all the important stuff. Breathing, getting on people’s nerves, and being cheap enough to make sure they’re giving her generic drugs instead of name brand so the bill isn’t sky high when this is all said and done.”  
 
    While I immediately thought, “Thank God,” Chance said it out loud before telling my mother, “We’ll be there in a minute.” 
 
    “Okay. See you then, baby.” 
 
    Once the call was ended, Chance gave me my phone back. And I offered him the car charger I kept so he could give his own phone some juice while telling him, “I’m so sorry this happened.” 
 
    I could only imagine how he felt, especially since I probably would’ve been ten times more dramatic had something happened to my mom. But his gaze remained out of the window as he said, “I was supposed to be there. Last night, I told her I’d be back over in the morning to do some more work on the house, but I overslept. Because of you.” 
 
    While my eyes should’ve been on the road, I couldn’t help but look over at him when I asked, “Because of me? How is it my fault you slept in?” 
 
    “Come chill. Drink this. Play that. Stay here. No, actually leave cause I need to make room for my drunk best friend,” he spat like venom as if any of that equated to his irresponsible ass forgetting to charge his phone. But just the fact that he was turning what I thought was a good time into something worth being upset about had my face pulled into a tight scowl.  
 
    “Wow. Are you serious right now?”  
 
    “Just drive, man.” 
 
    “No. Cause what we’re not gonna do is act like somehow I’m to blame for you sleeping in which resulted in your mother falling through the floor of that raggedy ass house she had no business buying in the first place. You and Michelle must not have been working as hard to fix it up as you claimed y’all were.” 
 
    It was a cheap shot, something I probably should’ve kept to myself since attacking him during his time of need was stooping to the lowest of lows. But now that it was already out of my mouth, it wasn’t like I could take it back, hardly surprised when he turned towards me in his seat to ask, “Now you’re bringing Michelle into this?”  
 
    “You started it!” I quickly defended, keeping my eyes on the road instead of looking at him, though I could still feel his burning a hole through the side of my face.  
 
    But eventually he fell back, releasing another sigh when he said, “Just drive, Londyn. Aight?”  
 
    I didn’t respond, just did what I was already doing in getting us to the hospital as quickly and safely as possible even through the tension lingering in the car. And once I parked, I could barely keep up with Chance as he took off for the doors, stopping at the desk to say, “Looking for Ellen Washington. I’m her son.” 
 
    The nurse stood up from her chair, giving Chance an appreciative onceover before licking her lips to reply, “And quite a son you are. I mean, look at those biceps. And that chest…” 
 
    “Can you please just tell us where she is?! Damn,” I snapped, annoyed with her for multiple reasons - mainly for being thirsty as hell during an emergency. 
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised when she responded by sizing me up, giving me a onceover that wasn’t nearly as glowing when she asked, “And you are?” 
 
    Since I knew emergencies like this usually only allowed relatives to go beyond certain security points, I answered, “Londyn… Washington? He’s my… bro…” 
 
    “Husband,” Chance spoke over me, my eyes flashing his way and him doing the same towards me before he started to correct, “Bro…” 
 
    But this time, it was me talking over him as I wrapped myself around his arm and answered, “Husband. He’s my husband. Newlyweds. Now where is she?”  
 
    The nurse’s eyes skeptically bounced back and forth between us - and rightfully so - before she finally gave us the answer we were looking for. “She’s in with the doctor now. But if you two wait out here, I’ll make sure he comes to speak with you when he’s finished and take you back to see her.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I told her as politely as I could, taking the “family” visitor badges she had given us for special access before pulling Chance towards the waiting area. But once we were out of the nurse’s view, I let go of his arm like it had cooties, my attitude from the car immediately returning as he plopped down into one of the chairs and rested his head in his hands. 
 
    I felt bad for him.  
 
    On one hand, I wanted to sit down next to him, rub his back, remind him that she was okay, ask him if there was anything I could do. But on the other hand… fuck him for blaming me like I had anything to do with it. I mean, I knew he was frustrated in general which probably had something to do with him coming at me like that, but that didn’t make it alright. And while I knew it wasn’t the time to address it quite yet, I was still tempted to until my mother emerged from the back and said, “There you two are.” 
 
    Chance stood up to greet her, looking like a little kid in her embrace even though he was much bigger than her. But he was hugging her like he needed it, making me feel even worse for not comforting him when it came to mind.  
 
    Damnit, Londyn.  
 
    When she finally pulled away, she stuffed her hands in the back pockets of her jeans to inform us, “She’s just about done with the doctor, but we can head on back since I’m sure you’re dying to see her.”  
 
    Chance didn’t say anything, only nodded as we followed my mother past the main security point then down a long hallway. And while I expected Chance to be rushing down to find his mom, his steps were slow and calculated as if the whole thing was making him uncomfortable. 
 
    This time, I didn’t miss my opportunity to be supportive, grabbing his hand and giving it a squeeze to let him know I had his back. And for a second he seemed shocked before offering a little nod of appreciation and squeezing my hand right back; an act that was so simple yet somehow still made my heart flutter even though I was supposed to be mad at him.  
 
    “You can be mad at him later, Londyn,” I thought as we finally made it to Miss. Ellen’s room. And while it felt comfortable as hell, I was still aware enough to let his hand go before anyone really noticed.  
 
    Now that he could actually see her, his movements were a lot quicker, rushing to the side of her bed to ask, “Mama, what happened?” 
 
    She brushed him off like it was no big deal that practically her entire leg was in a cast. “It was just a little accident, Chance. I mean, how was I supposed to know that half-bath off the kitchen was so hazardous?” 
 
    Chance immediately grunted - a grunt that may or may not have turned me on -, shaking his head as he scolded, “Mama, you know you’re only supposed to use the one in your bedroom.”  
 
    “I know! But the latte Annie picked me up for breakfast ran right through me and I didn’t have enough time to get all the way upstairs,” she replied, making me roll my eyes since apparently blaming other people ran in their family. But at least she continued on to give my mother credit when she said, “I’m glad she came back by over lunch though, otherwise I would’ve still been dangling over the basement.”  
 
    The imagery made me snort, catching a mean side eye from my mother as I whispered, “My bad.” Then she turned back towards Chance and Miss. Ellen to tell them, “We’ll give you two a minute. Let us know if you need anything.”  
 
    She all but dragged me out of the room into the hallway, not wasting a second to acknowledge, “You two sure looked cozy. And I thought you said he wasn’t with you.”  
 
    “He wasn’t,” I told her honestly, not giving her any more than I had to until she pried it out of me.  
 
    Of course she was going to try, her first interrogation question being, “So how’d you guys end up together?” 
 
    “I… picked him up,” I answered as plainly as possible, the backstory being what made everything so complicated.  But I was glad when my mother only gave a skeptical, “Mmmhmmm” just as the annoying nurse from earlier approached us.  
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, I forgot to mention to you and your husband that the complimentary coffee and snacks are around the corner,” she said, my eyes going wide since I knew my mother had heard the whole thing.  
 
    She waited for me to at least tell the woman, “Thank you” before she dove right in, a huge grin on her face once she repeated, “You and your husband, huh?”  
 
    My voice was an octave higher than usual when I defended, “I had to tell them something! Otherwise they wouldn’t have let me go back.”  
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised when she had a solid rebuttal, quick to list, “You could’ve been his sister, his cousin, his long-lost aunt from Timbuktu. But nooo, you wanted to play Mrs. Washington for a day. I don’t blame you, baby. Chance is quite a looker.” 
 
    Chance was more than a looker, easily hubby material in that regard. But the fact that I had tried going a route other than wifey reminded me, “Actually, that was his idea. I mean, at first. And then I just went with it.” 
 
    It sounded simple enough, but I would’ve been lying if I didn’t admit to being a little flattered by him so effortlessly proclaiming himself as my husband. Not that we were anywhere near that and not that I didn’t understand the circumstances in which it derived from.  
 
    Still, it was just… cute.  
 
    “Oh, so you do know how to get a man whipped off a little somethin’ somethin’? Proud Madre Moment,” she teased, wiping away a faux-tear that I couldn’t help but laugh at.  
 
    “Woman, you are crazy. And what’s with this tacky hat?” I asked her, finally addressing the real elephant in the room… since it was literally a stuffed elephant clearly meant for a child’s head.  
 
    She shrugged. “Bought it at the gift shop. All these crazy fans were getting on my nerves wanting to take pictures and twerk with me. I swear I’d clean the internet of that video if I could.”  
 
    The fact that she really believed the elephant hat didn’t draw just as much if not more attention was a topic for another time, the topic of her privacy enough for me to offer, “I know a few people who could help with that if you’re serious.” 
 
    She twisted her lips as if she was truly considering it. But then she pulled the hat off and replied, “On second thought, I’ll let it ride for a little while longer. My fifteen seconds will be up before I know it.”  
 
    I shook my head at her sudden change of heart, giggling just as Eric busted through the front doors of the hospital. Then he charged right on over to where my mother and I had congregated to ask, “Yo, is Auntie Ellen alright?” 
 
    “She’s fine, son. And you stink,” my mother replied, wrinkling her nose at the sweaty funk that I picked up on a few seconds later.  
 
    Yuck. 
 
    He shrugged it off as nothing, instead choosing to explain, “We were hoopin’ when Londyn called me looking for Chance.” Then he continued on to ask, “Is he straight? I know being back in this hospital can’t feel good after the way his dad went out.” 
 
    The story of Chuck’s passing felt more like an urban legend to me, so many different versions of what had happened still floating around the city to this day. And while I wasn’t sure if I’d ever get the truth, my attention was snatched from my thoughts by my mother saying, “He seemed fine. Londyn kept him calm.”  
 
    Eric’s eyes shot my way just as I was averting mine, refusing to add anything more to what my mother had shared. And thankfully I didn’t have to once Chance emerged from the back pushing Miss. Ellen in a wheelchair, getting all of our attention when he shared, “The breaks didn’t require emergency surgery, so we’ll come back in a few days for that. Otherwise, they said she’s good to go home.” 
 
    “Back to what got her like this in the first place? I think not. You can stay with me Ellen. As long as Chance forks over a little cash for groceries so you don’t eat me out of house and home the way these two boys used to do back in the day,” my mother replied with a laugh, obviously happy to see her friend in better shape while also not skipping out on an opportunity to make jokes.  
 
    Chance seemed to be in a better mood as well, pushing his mother out towards the parking lot while telling mine, “I got you, Miss. Annie. And thank you. I’ll see if we can expedite some things back at the house to get it in safer condition for after the surgery.” 
 
    “Sounds good, baby,” she told him, unlocking the door to her car before telling her friend, “Alright, El. Saddle up.”  
 
    Miss. Ellen wasn’t too thrilled about using the crutches they’d given her, relying more on Chance and Eric’s assistance to get into the car. And after getting her good and settled, Chance assured her he’d be by to check on her later before we all bid them a farewell.  
 
    That’s when things got awkward.  
 
    Staying quiet seemed like the best option, letting Chance and Eric have a moment as Eric dapped him up then pulled him into a hug while telling him, “Glad everything is good, bro.” 
 
    “Yeah, for now. Thanks for showing up.”   
 
    “It’s nothin’,” Eric replied before looking around to ask, “Where’d you park at?”  
 
    Oh shit. 
 
    Once again, I remained quiet, averting my eyes as Chance pushed out, “Uh… actually I rode with Londyn.” Oh my God, you better not… “Moms gave her my hotel info so she could come through and get me since I was knocked out, missing calls left and right. Forgot to charge my phone after last night.” 
 
    My sigh of relief was quiet yet full, Chance once again coming through with a lie worth believing. Hell, he might’ve been a little too good at lying on the spot. But, just like before, that was a topic for another time as I listened to Eric reply, “Damn. Must’ve been in somethin’ nice if you were sleeping in with a dead battery.” 
 
    I would’ve tooted my own horn if I could without outing myself. And the quick glance Chance shot my way told me he was thinking the same thing even when he told my brother, “Nahhh, I was just chillin’. Tired from working all day and rebuilding that damn house all night. I think I might call in some people and toss ‘em some bread so we can go ahead and get this shit over with.” 
 
    Eric nodded to agree. “I definitely feel you on that. But if you need any help, you know I’m there.” 
 
    “I appreciate it, E,” Chance told him, dapping him up once again which gave me a quick second to admire their little bromance.  
 
    But just as quickly, I was back on edge when Eric asked, “You need a ride back? Or is non-driving ass Londyn gonna take you?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at his little jab since most of my bad driving habits had come from watching him over the years. But I didn’t get a chance to call him out on it, too surprised to hear Chance ask, “I mean, it’s not too out of the way for you, is it, Londyn?” 
 
    He knew exactly how far it was, had taken the route too many times to pretend otherwise. But then I remembered our audience, telling me exactly why he was playing naive while secretly encouraging me to do the same.  
 
    So I did, shrugging nonchalantly as I answered, “Sort of. But I guess I can take you.”  
 
    Apparently our little act was convincing enough since Eric let it be, taking off towards his car while we walked in the opposite direction towards mine. And things between us remained quiet even when I pulled out of the parking lot until Chance eventually broke the silence with a simple, “Thank you.” 
 
    “It’s whatever,” I replied, really keeping my eyes on the road this time. 
 
    But I wished I could’ve seen his face when he emphasized, “No, seriously. Thank you, Londyn. I… started having flashbacks to the last time I was at that hospital and… you helped me deal. So thank you.”  
 
    Since I could pretty much assume he was talking about his father which was obviously a sensitive topic, I didn’t pry, instead replying with a quiet, “You’re welcome.” 
 
    “I just can’t believe it almost happened again, man. My dad would’ve probably still been around had I shown up when I said I was. But nah, fuckin’ around, not respecting other people’s time meant I wasn’t there when he had that asthma attack. And now I almost lost my mom on the same shit.” 
 
    “So that’s what really happened,” I thought to myself, glad to have solved the mystery while also having mixed feelings about Chance pouring out to me. I mean, he could’ve rode home with Eric and had the same conversation. But he chose to hitch a ride with me, chose to share with me, chose to be vulnerable… with me. 
 
    Honestly, I was a little intimidated. But since I was supposed to be just going with the flow, I told him the same thing I would’ve told any of my friends in this situation. “Chance, it was an accident. And she’s okay. It’s going to be okay.” 
 
    “I know. But what if she would’ve fallen all the way through? What if Miss. Annie would’ve found her in a cold pile of herself in the basement? Hell, what if Miss. Annie hadn’t come over at all and she lost circulation when more of the floor started collapsing?” he asked, his anxiety about it all thick enough for me to feel across the car. And since I would’ve probably been on the same thing - or worse - had it been my mom, the empathy came easily.  
 
    So I did what I would’ve wanted someone to do for me, reaching over to grab his hand the same way I had done in the hospital and soothingly rubbing my thumb against the back of it as I told him, “Worrying yourself with what ifs is never going to make you feel better about it, Chance. Put that energy towards being grateful that she’s okay instead.” 
 
    He didn’t respond right away, just sat back in his seat while keeping my hand tucked in his. Then he brought my hand to his mouth, giving it a little kiss before telling me, “I needed to hear that.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure if it was the gesture or the sultry tone he had used, but the moment felt so perfectly warm and intimate that it had me questioning if I was falling a little too hard for Chance. Or maybe we were falling a little too hard for each other, our mutual decision to be okay with “liking” each other quickly morphing into something stronger; something more intense.  
 
    I did my best to shake it off, taking my hand back once I pulled up to his hotel. And I intentionally drove to the front of the building for drop-off instead of the parking garage, prompting him to ask, “You don’t want to come inside?” 
 
    Without completely giving away everything I was thinking, I answered, “No, I should probably sit this one out. Let you have a moment to collect yourself.”  
 
    While I wasn’t looking directly at him, I could see the disappointment on his face through my peripheral, tempting me to change my mind. And it almost seemed as if he was really trying to get me to stay when he said, “Londyn, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have come at you like that earlier, about last night. I mean, it wasn’t your fault that Khalid showed up, and you were only reacting like a good friend should.”   
 
    Saying anything would’ve more than likely ended in me saying too much, being too open. So instead I just let him keep talking, tickled when he added, “But just know… if we were on some real relationship shit, homie would’ve had to find a ride home.” 
 
    “Sure starting to feel like some real relationship shit,” I thought to myself, telling Chance, “He knows that. We… talked about it. He actually offered to apologize to you.” 
 
    “Real recognize real. You sure know how to pick ‘em,” he replied, making me giggle in truth as he continued, “But let me get out of your way since you obviously have something to do. I guess I need to start making some calls to contractors to see how much my mom’s little project is going to cost me.”  
 
    I didn’t have anything to do, could’ve easily joined him upstairs and probably helped him with those calls. But after last night into today, I needed a break, a chance to clear my head, a chance to think all of this through before I jumped off the deep end that was steadily taunting me.  
 
    So instead of going back on my word, I teased, “Life loan fully activated.”  
 
    “Man,” he replied with a sigh. “I’ll probably have to call the job to see about extending my stay.” 
 
    “Extending your stay?” I asked, my heart pounding as I thought about what all that could mean for us.  
 
    But it was clear I had taken off a little too fast once he explained, “So I can look after my mom. At least until she’s back on her feet.”  
 
    It was silly of me to be slightly disappointed that that was his only reasoning for wanting to stick around a little longer. But I couldn’t help it, struggling to hide it when I pushed out, “Oh. Right.”  
 
    As if he could read my mind, he reached across the center console to grab me by the chin, gently turning my face towards him before he looked me directly in the eyes to say, “That means more of you and me too though. Well, if you’ll still have me.” 
 
    He formed it as an offer, but at the same time it felt like an out; an opportunity to save myself from falling completely and madly in love with someone who was still on the clock even if a few bonus weeks were being added. An opportunity to save myself from falling completely and madly in love with the person who was only supposed to be a fun little fling. An opportunity to save myself from falling completely and madly in love with my big brother’s best friend. And while I knew I was teetering on dangerous territory, the only thing that felt right to say was, “Is that really even a question?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    I was making my move.  
 
    Fuckin’ around with Londyn on what was supposed to be some casual shit was cool, but it was no longer enough for me. I wanted more, I wanted her, fully and unabashedly without the restriction of hiding what we had going on from the world. And while I wasn’t sure how she would feel about me coming on even stronger than I already had been, I wasn’t going to let that stop me from going after what I wanted the week I would’ve been set to leave town had it not been for my mother’s accident.  
 
    Honestly, it was almost as if my mother’s accident was a blessing in disguise, giving me just a little more time to really establish something solid between Londyn and I. Then again, there wasn’t exactly a blessing in how much money it was costing me to have professionals come in and work on her house now that we needed it finished in a quarter of the time. But it was a price I was willing to pay, especially if that meant having both of the women in my life happy with me.  
 
    Yeah. Londyn was that important.  
 
    Maybe I should’ve been scared by how quickly it had all happened, pumping the brakes to really evaluate what the hell I was doing and what it would mean in the long run. But it felt just as right to put the pedal to the metal and do whatever I had to do to make Londyn mine for real. So that’s what I was going to do, shooting her a text to see where she was at before making my way in the direction of her office that was more of a co-working space designed for collaboration though Londyn was the only one there.  
 
    I could see how hard she had been working in her tired eyes when she peeked up from her dual-monitor computer screen at me, giving a half-hearted grin when she said, “You never come up here so it must be important.”  
 
    “One, I didn’t know you ever wanted me to come up here since I know how you are about your space being yours. And two, it is important,” I told her, waiting for her to invite me in with a wave of her hand. Then I leaned against the edge of her desk to propose, “I want you to come somewhere with me this weekend.”  
 
    Her expression immediately turned confused. “Come somewhere with you? Like on a date?” 
 
    I nodded as I explained, “Sort of.  I need to make my way back down to the city to get some more clothes and shit since I’m going to be here for a little while longer. And I was thinking you could, maybe, roll with me.” 
 
    This time she sat up a little straighter, her eyes already twinkling when she asked, “So like a road trip date?” 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh, quick to tease, “You real hung up on this date word like we don’t kick it all the time, Londyn.”  
 
    “We kick it in very, very private places. A road trip requires public appearances. Like a date,” she insisted, the word once again making her eyes glow as if she was already excited about it. 
 
    Seeing her giddy made me feel the same, smiling when I agreed, “Aight. So a road trip date. You down or what? I mean, you’ll probably have to stay off Snapchat for a few days since I’m still your dirty little secret, but…” 
 
    “You’re not dirty!” she squealed with a laugh before quieting down to add, “Well… not all the time. And when you are, it’s kinda my favorite thing anyway.”  
 
    “Oh I know,” I told her with a laugh of my own, watching her roll her eyes while asking again, “ So… you staying or coming?”  
 
    Her enthusiasm suddenly fell flat, and I worried she was getting ready to change her mind when I asked, “You don’t want to come?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No, it’s not that. I just don’t know how much fun I’ll be on my period.”  
 
    “Man, you really think I give a damn about that? Hell, I’ll buy you some pads if you need me to. What size pussy you wear?” I asked teasingly, using the joke I had seen on Twitter a few days before.  
 
    Apparently Londyn had seen it too, cracking up laughing before suggesting, “I really, really need you to stay off the internet.” 
 
    While I couldn’t help but laugh again, I still grabbed her hand to let her know I was completely serious when I told her, “Nah, for real though. I just want you with me, LoLo. Wanna show you my neck of the woods and all that. It’ll be dope.” 
 
    She gnawed at her lip as if she was going back and forth about it in her head. And after making me wait way longer than necessary, she finally agreed, “I guess I’ll come if you really want me to. When are we leaving?” 
 
    “Tonight.” 
 
    “Tonight?!” she screeched, snatching her hand away as she shot up from her chair.  
 
    I wanted to laugh at her frenzy since I knew it was really nothing to freak out about. But I did my best to calm her down instead when I answered, “Yes, tonight. We’ll only really be there for a day or two, so it’s not like you have to pack a bunch of stuff. Hell, you’ll probably be in my shit half of the time anyway.”  
 
    “This is true,” she replied with a nod before peeking up to ask, “So we’re really doing this? Like… making legitimate plans to hang out with each other without sex involved?” 
 
    “Is that a bad thing?” I challenged, pulling her closer and wrapping my arms around her waist as she stood between my legs.  
 
    It was risky to be all snuggled up, but also way too damn comfortable to let go, especially when she rested her head against my chest and answered, “Ask me in a few weeks when you’re ready to leave me for good.”  
 
    I bent my head to land a kiss on the top of her hair, the smell of her fresh flat iron tickling my nostrils when I told her, “We’ll worry about that when it comes. For now, we gotta get you home so you can get your stuff.”  
 
    She nodded, tilting her head back for a quick kiss on the lips before she pulled away to clean up her desk. And after getting that all packed up, we headed towards the elevators, riding in silence until we hit the third floor to pick up someone else.  
 
    A gorgeous someone else who didn’t even peek up from her phone when she stepped on to join us.  
 
    Londyn yanked at my arm to pull me down so she could whisper in my ear, “Oh my God. That’s Jayla Anthony.” 
 
    “Who’s Jayla Anthony?” I mouthed, the elevator chiming to signal we had made it to the lobby. And while the woman immediately stepped off to go on about her business, Londyn was right on her heels, attempting to stop her with an, “Excuse me!”  
 
    I stayed a few steps back, watching as the woman - Jayla - finally looked up to see Londyn charging towards her. And I could tell she wasn’t too excited about it when she held up her free hand to say, “Look. If you’re another one of Jason’s little side bitches trying to come to me woman-to-woman, you can save it.” 
 
    “Well damn,” I thought, watching the way her words stumbled Londyn back at bit before she replied, “Uh… no. I’m not. I just… saw another black woman in the building and wanted to introduce myself.” 
 
    That made Jayla’s expression soften almost immediately, her shoulders dropping when she said, “Oh. I’m sorry, hun. Divorce is bringing out a bitch I’ve never seen before. What’d you say your name was?” 
 
    “I’m Londyn. Londyn Miller,” she told her, extending her hand for a shake.  
 
    One that Jayla thankfully returned with a real smile. “It’s nice to meet you, gorgeous. With all this beautiful hair on your head. I haven’t been able to find a good stylist since I moved here.”  
 
    Londyn damn near jumped out of her heels at that, already digging in her purse as she insisted, “Oh, you have to go to Kelly. She’s the only person I’ll let touch my hair. Here, let me give you her card.”  
 
    It only took a little digging around for her to find it, Jayla accepting it with an appreciative smile. “Thank you, doll. And sorry about earlier. They’ve been popping up so much, it’s practically become my default response to anyone pretty.” 
 
    To me, it was a little sad. But for whatever reason, it made Londyn laugh as she told her, “Girl, it’s alright. Now you make sure you don’t stay around here too late. But if you have to, have that fine security guard with the locs walk you to your car.” 
 
    The mention of Khalid being “fine” irritated me just slightly. But I tried to brush it off, watching the way Jayla grabbed Londyn’s arm to emphasize, “He is fine, isn’t he? Looks like a baby, but mama might not mind nursing a little bit.”  
 
    “He’s twenty-six!” she shouted, watching Jayla’s eyes go wide with confusion before adding, “I mean… that’s just what I heard.”  
 
    Jayla nodded as she said, “Good to know.” Then she looked between the both of us before pulling Londyn a little closer and whispering something in her ear that made her laugh.  
 
    “What was that about?” I thought, watching as Jayla stepped away and told the both of us, “Y’all have a good night.” And while I wanted to ask what was the secret the second she disappeared, another question seemed more important.  
 
    “What was with that aggressive ass Khalid plug?” 
 
    Londyn snapped her fingers as she groaned, “It was too obvious, wasn’t it? I was just trying to throw the alley-oop. He’s crushing so damn hard on that woman.” 
 
    “Why does that make me feel so much better?” I asked, leading us towards the parking lot where our cars were parked relatively near each other.  
 
    I walked with her towards hers to see her off safely as she answered, “Because you still have such a hard time believing Khalid and I are truly platonic friends.”  
 
    I shrugged, opening her door as I told her, “Maybe you’re right. But I’ll be by your place to get you in an hour, so don’t be bullshittin’.”  
 
    An hour honestly seemed like too much, practically giving her enough time to pack, unpack, and pack again since she only needed a few outfits and toiletries. But now that she had thankfully agreed to spend the whole weekend with me, I wasn’t going to sweat it, just happy to see the smile on her face when she teased, “I’ll see what I can do.”  
 
    & 
 
    “Londyn, this bag feels more like two weeks’ worth of stuff than two days.” 
 
    When she had brought it out to the car five hours earlier, she made it look like nothing, not even struggling to stuff it in my backseat after turning down my attempt to help her. But now that I had it over my own shoulder to carry into my crib, I considered letting her do the heavy lifting again since I could already feel my muscles straining in response to her overpacking.  
 
    Of course, she didn’t think anything of it when she replied, “I just wanted to make sure I was prepared for everything. You know, day casual, night casual, night formal, active wear, alternates just in case I don’t want to wear my first outfit choices, and the shoes to go with it all.” 
 
    I thought about offering a rebuttal, but quickly decided against it since we had finally made it to the door. And as I unlocked it, I told her, “Well… here we are. Welcome to my humble abode.”  
 
    Her eyes went wide once she stepped inside the warehouse that had been transformed into what was now my living space with all the finishings leftover to show for it. And as she began to look around, she asked, “Where’s the humble part? Cause this is a lot of stuff to have just up and abandoned for the past month and a half.” 
 
    I shrugged, finally dropping her bag and locking the door behind us as I told her, “I let one of the college kids I mentor house-sit while I was away. I’m just glad it’s still in one piece.” 
 
    “One. Spacious. Piece,” she muttered as she continued her scan of the first floor while I did the same to make sure my words about it being in one piece were actually true. And almost as if I had called him down, the person I was holding responsible for anything not being in place bounded down the spiral staircase. 
 
    “Yo, big bro! I thought you said you were staying up there for a while longer.” 
 
    He immediately made his way over to me for a quick dap, though I could see in his eyes that my unannounced arrival had caught him off-guard. But it was something I had done on purpose to make sure I could really trust him with my space, especially since I’d want him to continue staying here if he hadn’t done anything too wrong.  
 
    “I am. I’m just back for the weekend to get some clothes and check on everything,” I explained, before turning to introduce my guest. “This is Londyn. Londyn, this is…” 
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised to see his little ass immediately transform into the flirt that lowkey reminded me of myself at his age when he grabbed her hand to finish, “Trevor. Trevor Carter. It is an absolute pleasure to meet you, Miss. Londyn.” Then he pulled it to his lips for a kiss that made Londyn giggle.  
 
    “Awww. He’s a sweetheart,” she gushed as if he was a child, making him blush like he was proud of himself.  
 
    But I didn’t let him hoop, giving him a little shove as I said, “Nah, he’s a knucklehead.” 
 
    “Aye man,” Trevor whined, pretending to be offended while Londyn only giggled again. Then she tossed a hand towards the back when she said, “I’m gonna give myself a tour if that’s alright.” 
 
    “Have at it, baby,” I replied with a smirk, watching the way she grinned in response to me calling her baby in front of company before she took off down the hall. And my eyes were on every step until she disappeared into a room, though I quickly learned my eyes weren’t the only ones on her when Trevor began to whistle. 
 
    “My God. She is fine as…” he paused, bringing his fist to his mouth to finish, “fine as all the fucks. Where the hell you find her at? Cause they don’t make ‘em like that around here.” 
 
    Since I knew Londyn was finer than fine, I couldn’t be too mad about him acknowledging it too. Still, I wasn’t giving him anything more than, “That’s none of your business, little dude. You been alright though? Did I miss anything major?” 
 
    He shook his head as he answered, “No, sir. I would’ve hit your line if there was any news. You know that.” 
 
    “Your moms good?” I asked, my former coworker Ms. Carter the one responsible for linking us a few years back when she worried her son was starting to hang with the wrong crowd after his dad passed. And since I related in the worst way, I took the role of his mentor - or big bro as he liked to call it - to heart, being there for him in any way that I could even when his mother moved on to another job.  
 
    “Moms is great. Told me to tell you thank you for giving her a break by letting me stay here instead of getting on her nerves back at the house.”  
 
    “Well she might wanna hold off on that thank you since I’ma have to send you back for the weekend,” I replied, knowing there was no way I was letting him interrupt my alone time with Londyn. 
 
    I was glad to see him brush me off. “It’s no issue. I’ma just stay at Shayla’s. She’s been begging me to come over anyway, but I told her I was on an important assignment like my big bro.”  
 
    “Yeah, you make sure you wrap it up like your big bro too,” I reminded him, thinking back on the time he had called me in a panic when he thought he had accidentally knocked his little girlfriend, Shayla, up.  
 
    But even though he had survived that scare and learned his lesson, that didn’t stop him from insisting, “Nah, I know you’re raw-doggin’ that. I mean, I know I would. Fuck the consequences, let’s go half on a baby, baby.”  
 
    I shot him a death stare in response, making him laugh as he said, “I’m playin’, I’m playin’. She is beautiful though, for real. I see you, big bro.” 
 
    While I certainly wasn’t looking for his approval, it was still good to hear. And as he made his way towards the closet where he was keeping his things, I was sure to agree, “She’s good peoples. Now I’ll be around if you need me. Otherwise, I’ll see you back here on Sunday.” 
 
    He was already tossing his bag over his shoulder when he replied, “Aight bet. Appreciate you lookin’ out. And tell Miss. Londyn to hit me up when she’s ready to upgrade.”  
 
    Instead of responding with words, I gave him a little shove towards the door that had him cracking up laughing on his way out. And once he was gone, I went to find Londyn, already imagining how much shit she had gotten into just because I had given her permission to.  
 
    To my surprise, she hadn’t gotten far at all, laying in the middle of my bed with her eyes closed as if she hadn’t been asleep for most of the drive up. But considering we had made the trip after a full workday - full work week - I couldn’t blame her, plopping down next to her when I said, “You looked too comfortable for me not to join.” 
 
    She sat up on her elbows to gush, “This mattress feels like it was made out of straight angel wings. I mean, I wouldn’t have packed any clothes at all had I known I was staying right here all weekend.”  
 
    It would’ve been ideal to keep her in bed all weekend, worth mentioning when I told her, “Probably would’ve been if mother nature hadn’t come after your ass.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean we can’t do other things,” she replied with a sneaky grin before climbing my way. Then she straddled my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck to say, “Thanks for inviting me, Chance.” 
 
    “It’s nothin’.” 
 
    “It’s definitely something. I mean, I know how I am about my space, so for you to invite me into yours like this is… thank you,” she settled back on, leaning forward to give me a kiss on my nose that felt like something someone would do to a baby.  
 
    But I also understood why babies liked that shit so much since I couldn’t do anything except grin when I replied, “Thank you for agreeing. The drive wouldn’t have been nearly as entertaining without your variation of snores.” 
 
    “I don’t snore!” she screeched, waiting for me to challenge her with a side eye before she agreed, “Okay, maybe I do. Hell, I was tired.” 
 
    “Oh I know, that’s why I let you sleep. But now that you’re awake, I bet you’re hungry.” 
 
    Even if she wasn’t, I knew I was hungry enough for the both of us. But I was glad to hear her answer with a simple, “Starving.” 
 
    While I probably could’ve done a better job of planning something special for us, our unpredictable late night arrival didn’t really allow for reservations. So instead I offered, “There’s this little Thai spot that should still be open a couple blocks over we can walk to. Or this one late night BBQ joint a few blocks further than that, but we’ll have to drive. Or…” 
 
    “Or… we can just get in our pajamas and order pizza,” she suggested without skipping a beat as if hers was the only option that mattered.  
 
    But there were other factors to consider, mainly, “We finally get a chance to be out here and your ass still wants to stay at home?”  
 
    “We can do all that tomorrow. I just wanna relax,” she replied with a tired groan and pleading eyes that I couldn’t have said no to if I wanted. 
 
    So I didn’t, instead meeting her lips with a little peck before telling her, “Fine.” And that one word was enough to make her smile as she leaned in to steal a kiss of her own.  
 
    Then another.  
 
    Then one more, this time with tongue as she moaned into my mouth when my fingers dug into her waist. And even though I knew we couldn’t go all the way, I also knew this was the closest we’d be able to get which meant I was going to make the most of making out like high schoolers.  
 
    Honestly, I forgot how much I enjoyed the shit. Enjoyed grabbing on every part of her I could reach, enjoyed our tongues twirling and our teeth clumsily clanking together, enjoyed the nips and sucks on each other’s lips that turned into shared grins.  
 
    Until my dick got hard as hell.  
 
    But before I could even tell her we should cool out, she climbed off of me and said, “I got you, babe.”  
 
    She was already yanking at the waistband of my sweatpants by the time I told her, “Londyn, it’s alright. You ain’t gotta do all that.” 
 
    Still, she didn’t stop tugging, her pupils already darkened when she replied, “I want to.”  
 
    With that, it would’ve been silly for me not to lift my hips to help her get rid of my pants. And once she pulled them all the way off, she tossed them to the side then went for the waistband of my boxers, only pulling those enough to get my dick out before she covered it with her warm, moist mouth.  
 
    Perfection.  
 
    My toes curled and my thighs clenched as she took me over and over again in her mouth, creating a steady flow of saliva that only made everything better as she sucked the tip to a pop, making her giggle. Then she went back in for more, licking, and sucking, and stroking, and doing everything to drive me completely crazy - like I wasn’t already crazy enough about her ass.  
 
    I grabbed a handful of her hair to keep it from getting in the way, fully enthralled as I watched my dick glide in and out of her mouth. And I could tell she was enjoying herself, moaning when she peeked up at me and said, “I hope this is as good for you as it is for me.” 
 
    “Better than good,” I told her before she took me again, this time with quick bobs that had my hand clenching tighter around her hair. And the more she moaned in enjoyment, the more I groaned until I warned, “I’m about to bust.”  
 
    She didn’t stop, pulling out just in time to stroke every drop of me against her lips as my grunts were absorbed by the thick brick walls around us. And while I wanted to pass right on out, I couldn’t, too mesmerized watching her lick me off her lips as she said, “You taste amazing.” 
 
    “You are amazing,” I replied, loving the way she grinned as she cleaned the rest up with her fingertips. Then she crawled to lay next to me, snuggling under my arm as I told her, “I know you said you wanted pizza, but I’ll buy the whole shop for you after that shit. Hell, we can catch a flight to Italy right now and get somebody’s grandpa to make one fresh in his kitchen. Whatever you want, baby. You can have it. It’s yours. I’m yours.” 
 
    Instead of taking any of my offers, she only laughed. “That post-nut haze sure has you talking crazy.”  
 
    I sat up a little bit so I could see her face when I said, “I’m deadass though. I… I want you, Londyn. I want us to really be together.”  
 
    Even if I wasn’t sure of what it would look like long term, Londyn and I were too good of a match to let our connection fall by the wayside on account of our unique circumstances.  
 
    Yes we lived in different places, yes she’s my best friend’s little sister, and yes we still had some learning and growing to do. But none of that meant we couldn’t make it work, though I wondered if that was exactly what Londyn was thinking when she avoided my eyes to whisper, “I was afraid of this.” 
 
    Without me asking what she meant, she continued, “Afraid of falling for you, afraid of getting too attached, afraid of… ruining you and Eric’s friendship when you broke my heart.” 
 
    “Why do you think I’d break your heart?” I asked, my face scrunched since the last thing I’d ever want to do was hurt her. 
 
    I quickly realized it wasn’t so much about my actions, but the circumstances I considered small obstacles when she sat up completely and answered, “You’re here. I’m not. And even though you’re gonna be around for a little while longer, all of this means you’ll be coming back eventually. Coming back without me.”  
 
    If it was up to me, I wouldn’t be coming back without her, the crib already feeling much more complete just from having her in it. But I also knew she had plenty of reasons to stay rooted back in our hometown, things I wouldn’t interfere with since I understood how much they meant to her.  
 
    I was just getting ready to express that understanding of her perspective when she surprisingly added, “But being afraid didn’t save me from falling for you anyway. Being afraid didn’t save me from… loving everything about this; about us. Being afraid didn’t stop me from coming away with you for the weekend knowing it would only make those feelings that much stronger; only make it hurt that much worse when you leave.”  
 
    “You’re not alone, Londyn,” I told her, grabbing her hand and looking her straight in the eyes when I continued, “And I’m not saying it’s gonna be easy. All I’m saying is… be with me.”  
 
    The eye contact between us was long and intense, but I refused to break it until I got an answer, refused to break it until I knew Londyn was going to give us a real chance. And while the longer she stared, the more fifty-fifty things began to feel, I was beyond grateful to hear her reply, “Honestly, it didn’t take you saying it for me to have already felt it. But I still want to be the one to tell Eric about us.” 
 
    I nodded, giving her hand a squeeze as I told her, “I’m fine with that. As long as I got you.”  
 
    It felt ironic as hell that I was the one pushing the issue as if I hadn’t been the one against doing the relationship thing from the very beginning. But it was worth it to eat my words, especially once I saw the giddy smile on her face when she replied, “If you’re mine, then I’m yours.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Londyn 
 
    I didn’t want to go back. 
 
    Everything about the city - everything about being with Chance - had me dreading the drive home in the morning since that meant going back to the same ol’ thing. And while I knew I’d at least have Chance around for a little while longer with him helping out his mother, I also knew our relationship in our hometown would probably look nothing like the one we had developed here. 
 
    Here, we could just be us. Go places without running into familiar faces, do cute, couple shit in public without people snooping on us and reporting back, have a variety of fun since the city gave us so many more options than what we had back home. And though I may not have necessarily been looking for it when I came, the energy of the city was something I had been longing for from the very beginning - well before moving to the city even included Chance.  
 
    Of course the inclusion of Chance made it that much more enticing, our agreement to really be together turning him into an even more perfect version of himself. I mean, he had always been a gentleman. But now he was acting, well, like a boyfriend; doing the silliest, sweetest things that only made me love him more.  
 
    Wait what? 
 
    Before I could come back to my thought, I felt Chance’s arms wrapped around my waist on his return from the bathroom, his teeth nipping at my ear before he asked, “What you over here thinking so hard about?” 
 
    I let my hands settle on top of his as I stared out onto the sight in front of us, a diverse crowd of people dancing to the live cover band set-up in the middle of the park. It was an event we had stumbled upon on our walk back from the soul food joint that I would probably eat at every day if I lived here. But since I didn’t, I could only dream as I answered, “Just how much I love it here. In this city. It’s so… vibrant. So refreshing.”  
 
    “Nothing like back home, huh?” he asked right against my ear, beginning to sway us side-to-side as the band started playing a cover of some slow song I couldn’t put my finger on right away though it sounded way too familiar.  
 
    As I waited for the lead singer to get to the lyrics so I could finally solve the mystery, I replied, “Home can just be so draining sometimes. But here, I feel so... full. So inspired. 
 
    I could feel Chance nodding when he agreed, “I know what you mean. Being away from my mom is tough, but that feeling you’re talking about is what’s kept me here for all these years.” 
 
    “Should’ve taken me with you the first time you left,” I teased, getting more into our groove once I realized the song was Cupid by 112. 
 
    “How fitting,” I thought with a grin that only grew wider when Chance replied,  “Hell nah. You were really a baby back then.” 
 
    I turned around in his hold, wrapping my arms around his neck to gush, “Yeah, and now I’m your baby.” 
 
    “Damn right,” he agreed with a smirk, reaching past my waist to grab a handful of my ass.  
 
    I could only giggle, enjoying the feel of his thick fingers digging through the fabric of my dress when I asked, “You sure you wanna go back? I mean, your mom is in good hands with mine. I’m obviously in good hands with you. I really don’t see the point of interrupting two good things.” 
 
    “Yeah, besides work on Monday for the both of us,” he replied, even that not sounding worth the trouble of returning so soon.  
 
    But considering the check involved equated to a roof over my head, I had to agree, “You’re right. I still can’t wait to come back though.”  
 
    “And you’ll always have a place to stay when you do,” he insisted, bending his neck so that his forehead was pressed against mine before meeting my lips for a kiss that only made the moment feel even more magical. 
 
    In fact, it felt so magical that I knew I would’ve hated myself for not capturing any of it to look back on later. So instead of having regrets, I reached in my wristlet to grab my phone, turning back around in Chance’s hold before opening the camera app and snapping a few pictures of us.  
 
    “I can’t even fake. We look good as hell together,” Chance said, watching over my shoulder as I scrolled through the pictures I had taken. And when I landed on the one of him with his face tucked into the crook of my neck and me cheesing like a child in response, my heart literally fluttered.  
 
    “Okay, this is way too cute not to post,” I told him, exiting out of the camera so that I could access my Instagram.  
 
    “I thought you wanted to talk to Eric first,” Chance reminded me as I settled on a filter that made our melanin pop the best before moving onto the caption.  
 
    With my fingers hovering over the screen, I answered, “I do. But he’s been blocked on here for months since I couldn’t get my thirst traps off without him going in on me in the comments.”  
 
    Chance only chuckled, reaching to take my phone from my hand since he could see I was struggling with what to say. And once I saw what he put, I was a little jealous that I hadn’t thought of it first since it was so simple, yet so perfectly fitting.  
 
    New Beginnings.  
 
    He was the one to press share before handing it back to me and insisting, “All your little hoes about to be real mad at you for that one.” 
 
    “A playa has to turn in her card eventually, right?” I asked teasingly, making him chuckle as his phone began to ring. And while my eyes naturally shot to the screen out of pure nosiness once he pulled it from his pocket, panic settled in when I saw whose name was on it. 
 
    Eazy E.  
 
    Chance wasn’t nearly as fazed, sounding completely normal when he answered, “What’s good, E?”  
 
    Since we were standing so close, I could hear my brother reply, “Yo, what’s good? You tryna hit the strip with me and M.J. tonight?” 
 
    His face was etched with amusement when he peeked down at me and answered, “Nah, I’m actually back home for the weekend. Had to re-up on my gear since I’m extending my stay.” 
 
    “Ahh I feel you. Well hit me when you get back so we can link.” 
 
    “Aight bet,” Chance told him before ending the call, my shoulders dropping with relief until my phone started ringing with a call from the same person.  
 
    “What does he want,” I thought, answering with a stale, “Yes, Eric?” 
 
    “Get dressed, LoLo. Me and M.J. need a designated driver.” 
 
    “First of all, can I get a hello? Maybe even a, how are you?” I asked, rolling my eyes as Chance gave a quiet chuckle. 
 
    Of course Eric didn’t honor my request, brushing me off with a, “Anyway… you coming or what?” 
 
    “I… can’t. I’m swamped with work,” I told him, my eyes going wide at Chance while he offered a shrug.  
 
    “Man, push them little characters or whatever you’re working on to the side and hit the strip with your big bro for a change. It’s been a minute since we went out together.”  
 
    “And it’s going to have to be a minute longer. I really can’t tonight, E,” I practically whined, knowing there was more to the story than he realized.  
 
    But since he had no idea what was going on, he forced his hand. “So I’m dragging you outta your house or your office?” 
 
    “I’m not at either so…” 
 
    “Well where you at then?” he asked, the question making me peek at Chance again for answers. 
 
    He only smirked, leaving me to come up with something on my own. “Uh… business trip.” 
 
    I could hear the disbelief in his voice when he repeated, “Business trip? Since when do you go on business trips?”  
 
    “Since now, fool! Obviously,” I replied, hoping it made my little act more convincing.  
 
    Either way, it was enough to at least get him off the phone once he said, “Yeah aight. Guess I’ll see you when you get back then,” before hanging up, not even giving me a chance to say goodbye. 
 
    I wasn’t going to sweat it, too focused on Chance’s arms wrapped back around me the second I put my phone away. And I couldn’t help but grin once I heard him tease, “If you’re tellin’ people you’re on a business trip, I’m about to put you to work.”  
 
    “Oh yeah? How so?” I asked, ready for any and every task he wanted to throw my way even if it meant leaving the park to go back to his place. 
 
    I was all eyes and ears when Chance licked his lips before he answered, “Well for starters, I’ma need you to put that ass on me one good time to this fine music out here. Let me see if those hips can move as good to music as they do in bed.”  
 
    “Okay, and then what?” I asked, grinning from ear-to-ear as I absorbed everything about the moment.  
 
    The weather, the music, the environment, the… him.  
 
    I could already see the mischief developing in his eyes when he added, “Then I want you to walk back to the crib with me, a few steps in front though so I can watch that ass the whole way home.”  
 
    This time, I laughed and agreed, “Deal. Anything else?” 
 
    He pulled me a little tighter as he nodded to reply, “Yeah. I’ma need you to show me what that mouth do again. In the name of business.” 
 
    I immediately burst out laughing, slapping a hand across his chest. “I’m gonna have lockjaw messing around with you.”  
 
    He only shrugged, planting a kiss on my nose before he said, “Shouldn’t be so good at what you do if you don’t want me to love it so much.” 
 
    Then he gave me another kiss on the nose that had me blushing like crazy when I teasingly asked, “I am good, huh?”  
 
    “The greatest.” 
 
    With how good of a mood he had me in, I planned on checking off every single task on his little list. Dancing the night away, giving him a little show on the walk home, then driving him crazy enough with my head game to earn myself another wild offer; his last name.  
 
    Since I knew it was all in fun - better have been all in fun -, I took it in stride, curling up and falling asleep in his arms for the final time in his bed before we took off for home first thing in the morning. And even the drive back was fulfilling, packed with plenty of laughs that I would forever hold dear to my heart. But I quickly learned I would need every good vibe, every memory, every ounce of positive energy I had gained from spending time with Chance to deal with the person sitting on my porch when we arrived.  
 
    “Aww shit,” Chance groaned the second he, too, noticed who it was. And while I didn’t want to out myself right away, it didn’t take long for me to realize Eric was already well-versed on everything I had been trying to keep a secret when he approached Chance with a vengeance the second he stepped out of the car.  
 
    “You ain’t think I was gonna find out you were fuckin’ around with my little sister, nigga?” he growled, shoving Chance in the chest without really making him budge.  
 
    While Chance remained calm, I was far from it when I stepped between them and barked, “Eric, will you chill out?!” 
 
    “Nah, fuck that!” he yelled, turning back towards Chance with his phone - our picture - in his hand. “Your ass is like family to me, man! And you wanna go behind my back and do this shit?” 
 
    Before Chance could respond, I asked Eric, “How did you even see this? I thought I had you blocked.” 
 
    While I shouldn’t have been surprised that technology had failed me, his anger turned more sarcastic when he replied, “Screenshots are a bitch, right?”   
 
    “Yes. Yes, they are,” I answered in my head, watching as Eric returned his attention to Chance with a stiff finger pointed. “Now back to your bitch ass…” 
 
    You would’ve thought Chance had been preparing for this moment his entire life with how calm he remained, though it was clear I wasn’t prepared at all since I was trying to interfere once again when I shouted, “Eric, stop it! I can explain.” 
 
    “Yeah, I bet you can. Wanna lie to me talkin’ about you’re on a business trip and shit when you’re really holed up with this nigga. How long y’all been sneaking around, huh?” he asked, his anger rightfully directed at me since I was the one so hell-bent on keeping it from him.  
 
    For whatever reason, it was that that got Chance talking, stepping up to answer, “Since I’ve been in town. And ain’t shit you can do about that, bruh.” 
 
    Oh damn.  
 
    I was honestly a little embarrassed by how hot his response made me, his assertiveness enough to make me shiver, though Eric wasn’t nearly as impressed. “Wow. So all those times you were too busy to hang, you were really with her? All those times your ass was trotting around here glowing and shit, tryna play humble about what moves you were making, it was because of my fuckin’ little sister? That’s some snake shit, man.” 
 
    “Snake shit” felt like an exaggeration, but it wasn’t my bro-code to interfere with. So I remained quiet, letting Chance do the talking when he expressed, “Look, E. I understand this being a surprise to you, but it is what it is. Londyn and I are a couple now, and…” 
 
    He couldn’t even finish before Eric interjected, “A couple? A couple?!” 
 
    His dramatics were enough for me to step in and answer, “Yes, a couple. Why is that so hard for you to comprehend?” 
 
    I could literally see him seething. But now that it was all out in the open, and now that Chance and I were hitting him with a united front, he could only growl, “Man, fuck the both of y’all,” before storming off towards his car that I hadn’t even noticed when we pulled up.  
 
    Maybe I would’ve been better prepared if I had.  
 
    “Well… I guess the cats out of the bag now,” Chance announced as we watched Eric peel off down the street, his high speed another reflection of how mad he really was. And while I had rightfully assumed he wouldn’t be too ecstatic about something like this catching him off-guard, I was still shocked that he had gone to this extent of expressing it.  
 
    “I can’t believe he really reacted like that.”  
 
    Chance shrugged, back to his calm self when he insisted, “You know how he is, LoLo. Gets himself all hyped up for no good reason. He’ll come around though. I mean, I may not be his first pick, but I ain’t that damn bad.” 
 
    Even if the moment didn’t call for it, I couldn’t help the laugh that slipped from my lips in response. And since there was no way in hell I was letting Eric get in the way of my something good, I told Chance, “He doesn’t have a choice.” 
 
    Chance seemed glad to hear it, moving to finally grab my bag from the backseat. “I guess I understand why you wanted to keep things a secret now.” 
 
    “Right? I mean, that’s like fifteen plus years of friendship down the drain for nothing,” I told him, already feeling guilty about busting up their little brotherhood.  
 
    But Chance didn’t exactly see things the same way that I did, carrying my bag into the house while insisting, “Nah, we’ll be straight. Eventually.” 
 
    The uncertainty in that “eventually” was enough to make me feel even worse about it, letting us in the house and giving an apology all at once. “I’m sorry, Chance. I should’ve just told him the truth from the beginning. All of this could’ve been avoided.” 
 
    Once again, Chance didn’t quite agree, quick to suggest, “Nah, you did the right thing by waiting until we were on solid ground before letting him know. Cause if I would’ve been on some fuck shit after he found out, it probably would’ve been a lot worse. And even though he’s pissed right now, he’s still your family which means he can’t stay away from you forever.”  
 
    It sounded good. But I also knew my brother well enough to not be as convinced as Chance when I replied, “I sure hope not.” 
 
    Instead of discussing it any further, Chance just let it be, getting me settled in before announcing, “I hate to leave you here by yourself, but I told moms I’d swing by the second I got back.” 
 
    “No, I understand. Go ahead. I’ll be alright,” I told him with a wave of my hand, knowing this situation required a venting session with another, non-involved party anyway. 
 
    Chance knew it too, smirking when he asked, “Getting ready to call up ol’ boy, huh?” 
 
    “Already dialing,” I replied with a half-hearted smirk of my own, grateful to see him being understanding as opposed to the annoyance that usually came with anything that involved Khalid. But it was a testament to how much we had grown since then, especially once he gave me a goodbye kiss that helped to release any and all tension I had worked up over my big brother.  
 
    Still, I knew it was something I needed to talk through while it was still fresh. And the second Chance left to see about his mother, I got on my phone to make late lunch plans with my best friend. 
 
    & 
 
    “Who do you think would’ve won the fight though? Be honest.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, picking around at the salad that should’ve been a cheeseburger. “Seriously, Khalid. Out of everything I’ve just told you, that’s what you care about? Who would’ve won the hypothetical fight between my brother and my boyfriend?” 
 
    The word “boyfriend” honestly felt a little weird coming out of my mouth. And Khalid picked up on it too, chewing through a handful of fries as he replied, “Damn. I ain’t heard you claim a nigga like that in a long time. Chance must be the real deal.” 
 
    My sigh was borderline dreamy as I dropped my fork to emphasize, “He really, really is. And I know I was the one making a big deal about not taking it there with him. But now that we’ve arrived, it’s like… magic.” 
 
    “Your ass is in love,” Khalid replied with a laugh, the word making me cringe since it felt way too soon to be anything of that nature. But it did feel incredible, and gave me butterflies to think about. And the fact that now I couldn’t stop smiling had me wondering if Khalid was onto something.  
 
    I refused to give him the credit, cutting my daydream short to snap, “Don’t drag it. I’m just really happy, which only makes it suck even more that Eric isn’t happy for us.” 
 
    While my relationship with Chance didn’t necessarily require Eric’s approval, it still would’ve been nice to have since the two were so close. Though Khalid saw things differently when he explained, “It’s not that he’s not happy for you. He’s just salty about finding out from someone else before hearing it from y’all. Salty about… not being in the know since he’s been around y’all multiple times without having a clue because y’all were good as hell at hiding that shit.” 
 
    “Which I get. But how long does it take for the saltiness to turn into happiness?” I asked, ready to expedite the process so I could get back to basking in everything Chance.  
 
    But it didn’t seem as if the solution was coming as soon as I would’ve liked when Khalid shrugged to answer, “Case to case basis, LoLo. But don’t worry. He’ll come around.” 
 
    “Chance said the… wait, is that who I think it is?” 
 
    My eyes were zeroed in on the man I wished I saw more often as he found an open seat in the bar area before motioning to the waitress for a menu. And while his eyes immediately began to scan the options, Khalid joined me in my watch to answer, “Hell yeah, that’s him. Still rocking that fresh outta jail buffness like he ain’t been free for years.” 
 
    I tossed a hand his way before telling him I’d be back. Then I made my way over to where the man was sitting, not even tapping him on the shoulder before I asked, “Daddy, what are you doing here?” 
 
    He turned around to see it was me, his scowl turning into a grin I hadn’t seen in far too long when he replied, “Trying to get a meal just like you are, little girl. Now are you gonna keep asking questions or are you gonna show your ol’ man some love?” 
 
    Without wasting a second, I slipped into his arms for a hug, glad to see he had gotten better at giving them since the last time I saw him; almost as if the cold heart he had developed in prison was finally beginning to thaw. But even if he had warmed up, that didn’t stop him from scolding, “This city ain’t big enough for me to not have seen your behind in so long. You been hiding from me?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. Just been working, I guess.” 
 
    “You guess? Work isn’t treating you as well as it used to?” he asked, his eyebrow piqued as if he was already ready to handle any problems I was having for me. 
 
    But since I knew that meant trouble, I did my best to put him at ease when I explained, “No, it’s not that. Just been thinking about doing something different, or maybe taking my talents to another city.” 
 
    That idea was another reason I wanted to go to lunch with Khalid, to get his perspective on something that had been itching at me since I got back. But my dad wasn’t even a little bit sold, his face scrunching as he repeated, “Another city? What little nigga you chasin’ after?” 
 
    I quickly brushed him off, my voice more of a squeal when I giggled and defended, “It’s not about a guy, Daddy. I mean, he’s there too, but… this is about me.” 
 
    Making a power move had been on my mind for a long time, particularly one that included blowing this city for good to do my own thing. And it just so happened that Chance’s location provided me an out; a bridge to assist me on my way to the place I wanted to be all along even if I had just learned about it this past weekend.  
 
    While I could only imagine my mother’s over-dramatic reaction to even the mention of me moving, I was glad to have my father’s vote of confidence once he groaned, “Mmhmm. Well I know you’ll figure it out. You’re a smart woman. My little college graduate.”   
 
    With that, I could only smile, turning the spotlight on him when I asked, “You’ve been okay though? Still working with that landscaping company?”  
 
    “You’d know if you called more often,” he replied with a half-hearted smirk. One that made me feel a little guilty as he continued, “But yeah, I’m still there. Being run into the ground by the white man.” 
 
    “I thought you liked your boss?” 
 
    He shrugged, sipping from the water the waitress had just delivered. “He’s decent. Nice guy on the outside, but looks like the type who calls me “boy” in his head just because I have a record.” 
 
    The same way he had been ready to solve my work problems for me was the same way I felt now, fired up that someone would judge him in that way because of his past. But I didn’t get a chance to throw out any real solutions before he was already moving on from it, turning the spotlight back my way when he said, “Anyway. You have a birthday coming, huh? The big two-six. Where does the time go?” 
 
    “There is nothing big about turning twenty-six, Daddy. But you know your baby mama has to put together an extravagant party for everything,” I replied with a roll of my eyes, the fact that my mother still took it upon herself to throw me a birthday party every year both a gift and a curse. 
 
    A gift because it gave her a reason to do her favorite thing; plan a party 
 
    A curse because it gave her a reason to get on my nerves with the details when I would’ve much rather just had a small, intimate dinner.  
 
    The mention of my mother made him sit up a little straighter, an undeniable grin on his face as he said, “I saw her little video. She’s still got it.” 
 
    “Eww, Daddy. I don’t wanna hear all that,” I whined, smacking a hand against the thick muscle he had definitely kept intact since being locked up.  
 
    He held nothing back when he challenged, “How you think we ended up with you? That woman has always known how to entice a man.” 
 
    Instead of gagging at the thought, I moved right along the same way he had earlier. “Anyway…. You should come. To the party. It’ll be nice to have you around.” 
 
    Now that he seemed to be in a better mental space, I figured it would be good to remind him he had more family than just my grandmother. And honestly, I wanted him to be able to enjoy himself again, wanted to see more of the light that finally seemed to be coming back to his eyes.  
 
    While the grin appeared a little strain, I was still glad to hear him answer, “If you want me there, I’ll be there. Just send me the details.” 
 
    “I will. It was good seeing you,” I told him, pulling him into a hug and doing most of the work to squeeze him tight since I finally felt confident it would be well received.  
 
    But even though he was accepting of my love, that didn’t stop him from scolding, “Just don’t let it be too long until the next time, you hear me?”  
 
    I nodded once I pulled away, getting ready to head back to my table until he said,  “Londyn, please don’t tell me that’s the little nigga who’s got you ready to skip town?” 
 
    His eyes were in the general direction of where I had come from, allowing me to respond, “Who, Khalid? No, he’s just a friend.” 
 
    “Good. He looks like he still has some growing to do. Gotta get a little more hair on his chest first or somethin’. Or maybe he’s just too damn skinny to really protect my baby girl,” he listed, all things that made me laugh since I knew I’d probably be teasing Khalid about the same things later. 
 
    But for now, I could only tell my father, “Whatever, Daddy. I’ll be in touch.”  
 
    “Looking forward to it, baby girl,” he replied with another smile, going back to his business while I made my way back to our table. 
 
    The second I sat down, Khalid leaned in to whisper, “Man, how’d your dad get me that spooked from far away? Did you see how he was looking at me?” 
 
    I laughed, thinking about the shady spiel he had just given about him while telling Khalid, “He was just sizing you up. Thought you were my man.” 
 
    “Eww, why would I do that?” Khalid asked with a look of disgust, waiting for me to toss a hand at him before he broke into a laugh.  
 
    Even if he thought it was funny, I was still quick to squeal, “Don’t be that way! I’m a catch, damnit.” 
 
    He nodded to agree. “You are. And Chance hooked, lined, and sinkered your ass.”  
 
    Anything other than, “Damn right” would’ve been a lie since Chance had definitely done all of the above. But it was a place I was happy to be in, though I still gave Khalid a stare that rivaled my father’s when I groaned, “Eat your food.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    “One more, mama.”  
 
    My mother shot me the meanest side eye, but I wasn’t going to take it easy on her since I knew how important it was for her to rehabilitate her leg properly if she expected to get back to normal. And since it wasn’t like she could chase after me with a belt the way she used to do back in the day, I had no problem being a little tough with her when I said, “One more now, or ten more later when I make you start all the way over.”  
 
    She huffed like she was annoyed with me, but still gave it everything she had to do one more ten-second stretch that would ensure she wouldn’t lose too much of the mobility in her ankle while the largest fracture continued to heal. And since the doctor claimed she was ahead of schedule thanks to the extra physical therapy we had been doing, I felt proud as I cheered, “Good job, woman.” 
 
    Of course she brushed me off, rolling her eyes when she said, “Yeah, yeah, yeah whatever.” 
 
    I could only laugh as I grabbed her walking boot for her, getting her back strapped in before giving her a rundown on what had been going on back at the house. “The team said the house was only about sixty-percent livable when they got in, so probably more like fifty-percent before the work I was able to do on it. But they should be able to finish getting it up to code within the next few weeks.” 
 
    “It should’ve already been up to code according to the guy I worked with to find it,” she replied, just the mention of whoever he was enough to make me angry since he had clearly gotten over on my mom. And of course we hadn’t been able to get in touch with him since the accident, the guy going completely ghost like only a con artist would.  
 
    My mother refused to believe it, but I reminded her anyway when I corrected, “You mean, the scammer who sold you a dangerous house for cheap and probably made a killing because he bought it for much cheaper?”  
 
    She scoffed. “Anyway. Can you take me by there? I need to get a few things. Annie’s been more than generous, but I hate to keep asking her for everything.” 
 
    I could pretty much assume my mother was just itching to get out of the house for something other than a doctor’s appointment, especially since I knew Miss. Annie had been making runs to the house at least twice a week. Still, I granted her wish, helping her out of the house and into my car to make what I hoped would be a quick trip.  
 
    But just because it was supposed to be a quick trip didn’t mean it wasn’t going to come with a little drama, my mother holding up a pair of earrings she had found in the cup holder as she said, “These are pretty. I wonder who they belong to…”  
 
    My first instinct was to make up some story to cover them up, but I quickly realized there was no longer a need for it since Londyn and I had decided to really be together. And the fact that she had left her earrings behind, an obvious sign to mark her territory, only made me smile when I finally told my mother, “They’re Londyn’s. We’re uh... seeing each other now.”  
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised when my mother damn near hopped out of her seat to screech, “What?! Since when? How did I miss all of this?” 
 
    “Relax, mama. It just happened. She came with me to the city when I went up to get my stuff and we’ve been serious ever since,” I explained without needing to mention everything that had led up to that point.  
 
    All the back and forth.  
 
    All the teasing.  
 
    All the… fuckin’.  
 
    Just thinking about all the sex Londyn and I had been having made me shiver, though my mother was still caught up on the trip part of the equation when she gushed, “Well look at my handsome son being all romantic, going on post-Valentine’s Day getaways.”  
 
    While I hadn’t at all connected the trip to the holiday, it must’ve been the leftover love in the air that made it so easy to be caught up in the moment, to savor every second, to absorb everything Londyn. Or maybe it was the fact that she felt so much more relaxed with us being in a different city, able to completely let her hair down and be mine without watching over her shoulder for her brother.  
 
    “Probably why she didn’t want to come back,” I thought, still in disbelief that I hadn’t been able to get in touch with Eric since the day we got back. And even when I tried to get the word through M.J., I learned it was a lost cause since Eric apparently wouldn’t even speak on my name.  
 
    As if she could read my mind, my mother asked, “How does Eric feel about you two? I know you’re his friend. But ever since Londyn’s father did that time, Eric acts like he’s her dang daddy.”  
 
    I had never put two and two together before, assuming Eric’s overprotective attitude was simply tied to his role as big brother. But knowing that it was a little more deeply rooted than that due to Londyn’s father being absent for a while helped things make more sense as I answered, “He uh… wasn’t too happy about it. Called me a snake for pursuing her behind his back as if he would’ve taken it more kindly had I done it right in his face.” 
 
    My mother didn’t seem too surprised to hear it, sucking her teeth before she replied, “Either way, Londyn is grown enough to live her own life and make her own decisions. It’s really none of his business what y’all have going on.” 
 
    I nodded to agree, pulling onto her street as she continued, “But while we’re on the topic of being in other people’s business, I should probably warn you that I…” 
 
    The second I saw Michelle standing outside of her car parked in the driveway, I rolled my eyes, taking my foot off the gas to coast to buy myself some time. “Seriously, ma? You were still on this? And here I thought I was doing you a favor by bringing you over here…” 
 
    “I thought I was doing you a favor too! But little did I know, you and little LoLo were already on the go-go,” she replied with a corny little bounce of her shoulders that only moms could get away with. But just because she was in a jokey mood didn’t mean I was going to join her, making my annoyance clear when I put the car in park and didn’t move right away.  
 
    As if me parking was her cue, Michelle made her way to the passenger’s side, opening the door for my mother as she gushed, “Looking better already, Miss. Ellen.” 
 
    My mother tossed a hand her way that made her step back, opting to use her crutches instead of Michelle’s outstretched arms. “Girl, hush. I hurt my leg, not my face.”  
 
    “Right,” Michelle replied with more of a breathy whisper, turning her attention to me to say, “Hey Chance. You’re looking as good as usual.” 
 
    “Yeah, my girl thinks so too,” I told her nonchalantly, immediately cutting off any little ideas she might’ve come over here with.  
 
    But the same way it had been news for my mother, it was news for her too, her eyes going wide as she pushed out, “Your… what?” 
 
    “I’ll take the fall for this one, baby,” My mother interjected, crutching a little closer to Michelle so she could tell her, “Chance has a girlfriend now who I absolutely adore so… you can go home.” 
 
    Hearing that my mother adored Londyn only made me feel even better about my decision, though Michelle wasn’t nearly as enthused when she huffed, “Excuse me? You’re the one who invited me over here!” 
 
    I thought about stepping in since she called herself getting loud with my mom, but I knew Ellen Washington - even on crutches - could hold her own, her tone especially slick as she replied, “And now I’m the one telling you to leave. Trust me, it’s better coming from me than Londyn. I’m sure she wouldn’t be nearly as kind about it.” 
 
    Knowing my girl and knowing the two had already had a little run-in before only had me nodding to agree since… Londyn didn’t play that shit. She was a fireball by nature, willing to do just about anything to get her way; even when it came to me. But it was the name drop that seemed to make Michelle even more upset. “Londyn? Your girlfriend is Londyn? Eric’s little sister?” 
 
    “Nah, it’s just Londyn,” I answered with a scowl, knowing how much Londyn hated being tied to him as if she couldn’t stand on her own.  
 
    She could and she did, and it didn’t matter what people like Michelle thought. But I was still sure to tell her, “No hard feelings though, Michelle. I appreciate all your help.” 
 
    “Whatever,” she grumbled, stomping off towards her car as she muttered, “Ruined too many good manicures for this shit…”  
 
    My mother and I watched together as she sped off, the confrontation enough to have me shaking my head when I asked, “Do you really have some stuff to grab, or was that just your alibi to get me over here?” 
 
    “No, I really do. It was a two-for-one. I’ll make it quick though,” she insisted, already crutching inside as I stayed a few steps behind.  
 
    I was glad to see the team had areas they deemed dangerous blocked off, but I still couldn’t help warning, “Please don’t. Last time you were in a rush, you ended up like this.” 
 
    “Boy, hush!” she shouted, making her way up the stairs one at a time the way the real physical therapist had shown her. And since I could pretty much assume she’d make it up alright with how careful she was being, I took a moment to check my phone, my grin growing wide once I saw a text notification from the one partially-responsible for all the uproar.  
 
    “I want youuuuu.” - Baby 
 
    “I’m with my mom right now, but I can slide through when I’m done.” - Chance 
 
    “Pleaseeeeee.” - Baby  
 
    “This girl…” I whispered with a chuckle, knowing exactly what her begging meant. And it was honestly a little ironic since the girl who had once been all about having her space had transformed into the one who wanted me around all the time.  
 
    I loved it.  
 
    I didn’t get a chance to respond once I heard my mom making her way back down the stairs, putting my phone away to grab the little bag she had put together from her hand before helping her down. And I would’ve been lying if I didn’t have a little extra pep in my step with Londyn in my head, rushing us out of the house and back to Miss. Annie’s to drop her off. But my hope for a seamless transition was cut short since the first thing out of my mother’s mouth when we walked in was, “Annie, you will not believe what I just learned.” 
 
    “The man who sold you that house finally got arrested for being a fraud?” Miss. Annie asked with a scowl that turned into more of a teasing grin when she pulled me into a quick hug.  
 
    My mother rolled her eyes as she huffed, “No.” But her excitement instantly returned when she answered, “Your Londyn and my Chance are a couple now!” 
 
    I expected Miss. Annie to give an overly enthusiastic response the same way she had earlier. But to my surprise, she only tossed a hand her way. “Oh girl, I’ve been known that. You didn’t see their little unveiling on Instagram?” 
 
    “Instagram? You know I don’t mess with all of that technological stuff like you.”  
 
    “Mmhm. I saw that picture and sent it to almost everyone I knew. Guess I forgot to add you to the list since you’ve been here,” Miss. Annie replied casually as if her blasting us out to her contact list was anything normal. But the mention was enough to make my ears perk up since... 
 
    “Wait. So you’re the one who sent it to Eric?” 
 
    She shrugged, helping my mom get set up in her living room as she answered, “I figured he already knew, but apparently not considering all the angry emojis he replied with.” 
 
    “Yeah. He didn’t take it too well,” I told her, not wanting to get into details since I was really hoping it would all blow over soon.  
 
    Miss. Annie didn’t seem at all surprised to hear about her son, shaking her head in remorse when she said, “My boy has always been an emotional one; just like his father. But anyway… you’re coming to Londyn’s birthday party, right? You know I have to go all out for my baby girl.” 
 
    Since I knew Miss. Annie could throw one hell of a party and this one was on behalf of my woman, I was honestly a little excited to tell her, “Of course I’ll be there. Can’t wait to see what you put together.” And as if she could hear us talking about her, my phone buzzed with a text from the guest of honor.  
 
    “Still coming?” - Baby 
 
    I didn’t bother responding, turning my attention back to my mother and Miss. Annie as I told them, “But let me get out of y’all's way. I know y’all probably got some gossiping or somethin’ to do.” 
 
    Miss. Annie bust out laughing, brushing me off when she said, “Boy, please. That’s a Miller woman you’re dealing with. And trust me, you’re doing the right thing by rushing on out of here on her command.” 
 
    “I know that’s right…” my mother cosigned, the two women making me blush as I bid them a goodbye.  
 
    In what felt like no time at all, I was pulling up to Londyn’s house, parking in my usual spot behind the right side of the garage before skipping up the porch to knock on the door. And once she pulled it open, I couldn’t help the appreciative smirk that grew on my face in response to her looking sexy as hell. But her bare ears reminded me to pull the pair of earrings she had left in my car from my pocket, dangling them in my hand when I said, “You left these in my car.” 
 
    “I know,” she replied with a grin before snatching them from my hand and taking me with her inside.  
 
    “What you already all dressed up for?” I asked, knowing what she had been begging for earlier didn’t exactly require clothes.  
 
    She was already back in front of her vanity mirror, putting the earrings away to exchange for the ones she planned to wear tonight as she answered, “Getting ready to meet up with Khalid for drinks, which was why I asked were you still coming. When you didn’t text back, I figured you had gotten caught up with your mom so I started getting dressed.”  
 
    “My bad. Figured I’d just make my way straight over here instead. And I’m glad I did, cause you aren’t going anywhere looking this damn good,” I told her, wrapping her in an embrace from behind before diving face first into the crook of her neck that had already been splashed with perfume. 
 
    I inhaled a greedy whiff that made her giggle when she replied, “I definitely am. But you’re more than welcome to join us.” 
 
    “And be a third wheel on y’all little date? Nah, I’m straight.”  
 
    I was mostly teasing since I really didn’t have a problem with her little bestie anymore. But even my pretend attitude was enough for her to yell, “Oh, come on! It’s not a date. I have a man and his name is not Khalid.”  
 
    “What’s his name then?” I asked with a grin, loving to hear her claim me the way I claimed her at any chance I had.  
 
    Instead of giving me what I wanted, she gnawed at her lip and sang, “I’m not telling you.” 
 
    “How about I make you tell me?” I asked, nipping at her ear as I slipped my hand towards the hem of her dress.  
 
    Even though she moaned in response, her hand clasped on top of mine to stop me from pulling it up. “I don’t have time for that anymore, babe.” 
 
    “Like hell you don’t,” I told her, getting a firm grip on the fabric and giving it a yank.  
 
    The sexy smirk she gave in response to my aggression told me her plans had suddenly changed as I stepped back just enough to get rid of my pants while she stepped out of her panties. Then she went for her nightstand drawer, sifting around for a moment before she hissed, “Shit. I meant to pick up more condoms when I went to the store earlier. Do you have one?” 
 
    I could already feel myself deflating when I answered, “No, cause you always do.” 
 
    She held up her hand to say, “Hold on.” Reaching for her phone and scrolling through for a moment as I waited on semi-hard to see what was so important. “My period tracker says I’m at my least fertile, but how’s your pull out game?” 
 
    “Undefeated, baby,” I replied with a smirk, knowing my stats were only so good because unprotected sex wasn’t something I engaged in often.  
 
    But I suppose there was no better time than the present to add to my record once Londyn licked her lips to gush, “Guess we’ll find out.”  
 
    With her dress bunched around her waist, she made her way back to the vanity, grabbing onto the edge as she bent over. And while she was probably expecting me to slide right in, I did her one better, dropping to my knees and spreading her wide so I could lick everything I had access to. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” she groaned, her knees buckling a little once I covered her pussy with my mouth, teasing her clit with quick flicks of my tongue from behind before giving it a full suck. Then I bounced back and forth between her pussy and asshole, the extra attention driving her crazy as she shriveled against the edge while begging me not to stop.  
 
    I wasn’t going to stop, not until I got an answer to my question. And now that we were going without a condom, I was even more anxious than usual, praying to God I wouldn’t bust quick once I made it there. But for now I was taking my time, giving her the type of determined pleasure she usually gave me, my face covered in her juices by the time I finally stood back up.  
 
    She was already panting, but her breath was completely snatched the second I slipped inside of her - hell, both of our breaths were snatched since the shit felt so damn good. And once again, I was determined to please, hitting her with deep, steady strokes as I watched her crumble in the mirror. 
 
    It was beautiful. 
 
    “Tell me his name, baby,” I growled, not forgetting my original mission as I grabbed her hips to keep her where I wanted her while I continued to pound her from behind. 
 
    Her eyes were tight as she struggled to push out, “His name… is Chance.” 
 
    “What?” I barked, giving her a deeper stroke as punishment for not saying it loud enough that made her scream. 
 
    “Chance!” she yelled, her pussy beginning to throb and gush around me as I felt myself on the verge of my own release. 
 
    But I needed to hear it one more time, stroking her through her orgasm as I growled, “What’s my fuckin’ name?” 
 
    It came out as more of a chant identical with the strokes I was still delivering. “Chance, Chance, Chance…” And clearly my pull out game was a little rustier than I thought since I just barely made it out of her in time, my seed spraying onto her ass cheeks as I stroked myself empty.  
 
    Again, beautiful. 
 
    I left her there to grab a rag to clean her up, coming back to find her turned around as she peeked over her shoulder to look at her butt in the mirror. And while I wanted to laugh, I held off to hear her announce, “So… gonna start paying attention to the tracker more often. Because, that shit? I don’t even know if I can wear heels tonight after that.”  
 
    “You got it, baby. Put them heels on for me,” I told her, wiping her clean before giving her ass a smack that made her giggle. 
 
    Then I focused on getting myself cleaned up and back dressed while she went to her closet and asked, “So you’re really coming?” 
 
    “I guess since my friend is still mad at me, I gotta borrow yours,” I replied, shaking my head as I wondered how long this little feud would last.  
 
    In my opinion, it had already gone on too long.  
 
    With a new dress in her hand, Londyn stepped out of the old one and grunted, “Ugh. Don’t remind me. I still don’t know who sent him that picture.”  
 
    While the sight of her in just a bra and nothing else was enough to interrupt my train of thought, her moving to grab a new pair of panties from her dresser gave me a chance to answer, “Your mom.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “It was your mom who sent him that screenshot,” I clarified, the information shocking her the same way it had shocked me.  
 
    But I quickly learned Londyn was shocked for a different reason when she said, “I didn’t even know she knew how to screenshot.” 
 
    “Ol’ Stevie must’ve taught her a little somethin’,” I replied teasingly, thinking back to the officer who seemed to pop up at the most random times.  
 
    Even if it was none of our business, that didn’t stop Londyn was groaning, “Gross.” Before turning her back to me to ask, “Zip me up, please.”    
 
    Somehow the new dress looked even better on her than the one before it, the thin straps leaving her shoulders mostly bare in a way that begged me to kiss each of them before telling her, “You’re so damn beautiful, Londyn.”  
 
    I could see her blushing through the mirror as she sang, “Thanks, babe.” 
 
    It was all fun and games to do the sweet shit, let her be all cute and lovey-dovey. But the second I zipped her up was the same second I got the full effect of her dress that seemed to fit in all the right places, making my mouth water as if I hadn’t already gotten a mouthful of her.  
 
    “Take this off so we can go for round two,” I teased, poking at her zipper as she yanked away from me.   
 
    “We have to go,” she whined, opting for a pair of boots since her legs apparently couldn’t stand to do heels after our quickie. But they still made her calves look… lickable, which meant we really had to go before I started more trouble.    
 
    I helped her into her jacket as she continued, “Khalid’s probably already there waiting on me, but you just had to get some.” 
 
    “You started it,” I reminded her, thinking back to the text that had kicked things off. A text I would always, always be ready to take action on no matter how many times she sent it.  
 
    Of course, she only smirked at that. “I did. And I have no regrets.”  
 
    “Yeah I bet,” I teased, pinching her ass on our way out of the house. And it wasn’t until we were in the car that I realized this was the first time we’d really be seen out as a couple here, that fact making the night a little more special as I reached over the center console to rest my hand against her thigh for the drive.   
 
    She seemed satisfied with the silent ride, though once we got to the spot, I wondered if she was just using the time to get her head right since it was clear Khalid wasn’t expecting me to tag along. But instead of letting things be awkward, I decided to be the bigger person, stepping up to him to say, “I feel like we might’ve gotten off on the wrong foot. But any friend of my lady is a friend of mine, so…” 
 
    I didn’t even get to finish my little spiel, Khalid cutting me off with a grip and hug as he replied, “Bruh, you’ve always been good with me.” 
 
    “Well that was easy,” I thought, catching Londyn wipe her fake tears while she watched us have a moment. “Wow. I could just cry. But I’d rather drink instead.” 
 
    “Want me to get you…” Khalid and I said simultaneously before glancing at each other in surprise.  
 
    Our little word collision only made Londyn laugh as she insisted, “I’ll get my own. But thanks.” And once she took off towards the bar, Khalid was sure to clear the air.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to step on your toes or anything like that. Just used to taking care of my homie like a gentleman would,” he said, something I would’ve been foolish to get bent out of shape about. 
 
    So I didn’t, brushing him off as I replied, “No sweat. I respect it. And leave it to Londyn to put us both in our place, right?” 
 
    The breathy chuckle he gave in response was way too familiar. “Man. Girl is a handful with spillage. Godspeed to your relationship, bruh. Straight up.”  
 
    I joined him in a laugh, knowing good and well I could use all the blessings I could get dealing with her. But considering this was probably the only time Khalid and I would be alone, I decided to use the opportunity to get one of my burning questions answered, posing it casually when I started, “I already asked Londyn about this, but I’m interested to hear from you too.” 
 
    That got his attention as he looked my way while I continued, “Why you ain’t lock that down? I mean, it’s not like you haven’t been in position to.”  
 
    The heavy sigh he immediately let out in response made me nervous. But I played it cool, waiting for him to answer, “Honestly, bruh. Londyn is… she’s always been on her shit, right. But me? I’ve been kinda wishy-washy, on and off, still trying to figure this life shit out. So long story short, Londyn’s always been too good for me. I knew that from the beginning and wasn’t about to let my lame ass interfere with her greatness.”  
 
    “But you’re on now, so…” 
 
    He shrugged. “I’m making strides, yeah. And I have Londyn to thank for that, always inspiring me to want more for myself and lending any hand she can to help me get there. But, nah. She deserves a nigga with his shit together like you.”  
 
    I could appreciate his honesty - and his compliment - but it still wasn’t exactly making things clear enough for me not to straight out ask, “So you don’t have any feelings for her?” 
 
    This time, he laughed when he answered, “Nah, that’s family. Plus, I know too much now. LoLo is lowkey Lo-Co.”  
 
    “Godspeed, right?” I reminded him with a chuckle of my own since I was the one stepping up to deal with her crazy ass.  
 
    But it was a role I was proud to have, only made prouder when Khalid said, “She’s a good woman though, bruh. I know you know that, but… take care of her, for real. Cause if you treat her right, she’s gonna give you that back times a trillion.”  
 
    “I’m already knowin’,” I agreed with a nod, peeking past him towards the door when I saw a familiar face walk in. A face I assumed Khalid would be happy to see when I nudged him to say, “Hey, ain’t that the chick you been checkin’ for? Jayla, right?” 
 
    He turned around to confirm and his plain expression instantly transformed into panic. “Aww damn. I gotta go,” he said, getting ready to step out just as Londyn returned, stopping him in his tracks with a hand to his chest once she saw he was on the move.  
 
    “And where do you think you’re going?” she asked, her face confused until Khalid nodded towards where Jayla was standing. And once Londyn caught on, she gushed, “Jesus, does that woman have a single flaw? I’m about to invite her over here.” 
 
    She was already taking off in Jayla’s direction when Khalid caught her by the arm to stop her. “Londyn, don’t play. I’m about to get outta here, for real.” 
 
    “But why? It’s about time for you to break the ice with her anyway,” Londyn insisted, getting ready to tug away again until Khalid got a little more stern.  
 
    “I’ll do it when I’m good and ready to,” he told her, his face the most serious I had ever seen it in the few times we had come in contact.  
 
    Since I understood him wanting to do things his own way, on his own time, it only felt right to back him up, wrapping my arm around Londyn’s shoulder when I told her, “Let the man be, baby. He said he’ll get at her when he’s ready to.” 
 
    Khalid seemed relieved to have my support, though Londyn took it personal as she peeked up at me with furrowed eyebrows. “Now you’re on his side?” 
 
    It might’ve seemed strange since Khalid and I were still getting familiar, but the circumstances allowed me to answer, “I sure am. Now what you gonna do about it?”  
 
    I expected her to start some trouble, do what she wanted to and make a point of going after Jayla anyway. But I suppose seeing two of the most important men in her life get along was too good of a moment for her to combat since the only thing she replied was, “Nothing but rejoice and be glad in it.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Londyn 
 
    “So… do you like it or do you love it?” 
 
    My gaze traveled around the Airbnb that had subtly been transformed into some sort of shrine to Londyn, from the treats, to the balloons, and everything in between without making me sick of myself. And while I might’ve been against my mother throwing me a big party in the beginning, everything was way too cute for me not to answer, “This is adorable, Mommy. Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, beautiful. Now go finish getting dressed before people start showing up. C.P. time only extends so far,” she insisted, giving me a little push towards the stairs that made me giggle. But since I knew she was right and the party was technically supposed to have started thirty minutes earlier, I followed her instructions to a tee which included slipping into the dress she had let me borrow. 
 
    The woman seriously had impeccable taste. 
 
    After applying the Fenty makeup Chance had bought me as an early birthday gift and putting a little extra heat on my flat iron, I finally made my way back downstairs to find music playing and… my dad? 
 
    Even though I had invited him to come, I certainly wasn’t expecting him to be one of the first guests. And not only that, I wasn’t expecting to see him already pressing up on my mom, her demeanor obviously flustered once she pushed out, “Langston. I… didn’t know you were coming.” 
 
    I hadn’t ever realized it before, but my dad had actual swag, his tone deep and smooth when he answered, “Our baby girl invited me, so I figured I’d show my face for a little bit. But it’s good to see your face too, superstar.” 
 
    My mother blushed almost instantly, tossing a hand his way as she squealed, “Oh, stop it! The world has already moved on from my little video.”  
 
    “Doesn’t matter what the world thinks, Annie. I’ll never forget it,” he replied smoothly, my eyes going wide once I watched him lift her hand to his mouth for a kiss.  
 
    She fanned herself in response, making my dad laugh - making my dad laugh - before pointing him towards the refreshments. And once he was alone, I snuck in behind him, tapping him on the shoulder to get his attention when I teased, “I see you still got it, old man.” 
 
    He peeked over his shoulder before turning around completely with a smile, just seeing the light in his eyes already feeling like a birthday gift. But when he also slipped a little cash into my hand, I figured that was the actual gift as he replied, “I guess if you’re getting older, that means I am too. Happy Birthday, Londyn.” 
 
    I immediately showed my appreciation with a big hug. “Thank you, Daddy. And thanks for coming. Though you might have a little competition around here if you’re really checking for your old thang.” 
 
    While I was only joking, my dad seemed completely serious when he said, “Nah. Annie and I have history. There’s just no competing with that.”  
 
    I gave him a nod of touché before grabbing a glass of champagne and leaving him to greet some of the other people who had arrived. But the second I found my mother alone, I couldn’t help sidling up next to her to tease, “Well, well, well. You two sure looked cozy.” 
 
    Once she realized it was me, her party host grin fell flat and her tone turned into more of a harsh whisper. “Why didn’t you tell me your daddy was coming?”  
 
    “I didn’t think it was important to note since I wasn’t expecting you to get so flustered by his appearance,” I answered with a giggle that only made her scowl.  
 
    “I’m not flustered. Just… surprised. I mean, he looks good, right?” she asked, not really needing me to agree since it was clear she was already thinking it. 
 
    Still, I doubled down on her observation when I answered, “Of course. Who do you think I got it from?” 
 
    “Girl, please. Your daddy is still checking me out for a reason. I look just as good as the day I met him almost thirty years ago,” she replied with a familiar arrogance that I had definitely gotten from her.  
 
    But since she was clearly on her high horse, I decided to play a little bit, leaning in to whisper, “Well no wonder he can’t stop looking over here.”  
 
    Her eyes immediately flashed in the direction I was already looking, only to find my dad talking to Miss. Ellen. And now that I had gotten her good, I pushed my glass of champagne into her hand and asked, “Thirsty much?” 
 
    She sucked her teeth as she smacked me in the arm before breaking into a fit of giggles. Then she held the glass up and took a humble, hearty sip to let me know my message - joke - had been received just as I saw my best friend walk through the door.  
 
    Of course, he wasted no time flipping on the turn-up switch the second I left my mother to head in his direction, his Snapchat already filming as he bounced my way singing, “Fuck it up if it’s your birthday, bih!”  
 
    For the few seconds of camera time, I gave a little jig as he cheered, “Aye! Happy Birthday, LoLo!” And once he got a little clip to share with his followers, he put his phone down to pull me into a hug that almost lifted me from the ground before handing me a small gift box. “Here. I got you a little somethin’.” 
 
    I gave him a skeptical smirk, gnawing at my lip as I took my time pulling off the wrapping paper. But once I saw the designer label on the top of the box, I couldn’t pop it open fast enough, gazing at the intricately-patterned silk scarf while asking, “Khalid, is this real Gucci?” 
 
    “Only the best for my best friend. You deserve it. Plus, we gotta coordinate, right?” he asked, turning around to show me a scarf of the same pattern hanging from the back pocket of his denim jeans.  
 
    The fact that he had been able to afford not one but two of them had me asking, “Just how much is that little security job paying you?”  
 
    He didn’t answer with a number, instead giving a little jig of his own when he explained, “Your boy is officially off his sixty-day probationary period with the raise and benefits to show for it.”  
 
    “Oh my God! Congratulations, Khalid!” I squealed, pulling him into a hug just as tight as the one he had given me a few minutes earlier.  
 
    The grin he was wearing beamed with pride. “Thanks, LoLo. Now let’s fuck it up for your birthday one time.”  
 
    I was just getting ready to join him in a birthday dance when I felt a familiar arm wrapped around my waist, his lips near my ear as he said, “Nah, let me get the first one.” 
 
    Before I could melt against him, I turned around to look his fine ass in the face and gush, “I got somethin’ better you can get…” stealing a kiss that I wanted everyone to see so I wouldn’t have to answer any questions about us later.  
 
    But I shouldn’t have been surprised when the only person who made a big deal about it was M.J., giving a round of applause as he wiped away his fake tears and teased, “Well isn’t this just beautiful?” 
 
    “Do you always have to be so annoying?” I asked with a roll of my eyes, though it was paired with a grin since we were, in fact, beautiful.  
 
    Chance must’ve thought so too considering the way he immediately brushed his lips against my cheek and ear before grabbing a handful of my ass, our audience almost becoming an afterthought until M.J. said, “Just let me be happy for y’all, birthday girl.”  
 
    “Whatever,” I told him with a giggle, turning my attention back to Chance as he pulled away to hand me the gift bag I hadn’t realized he was holding.  
 
    His instructions were, “Don’t open this in front of company.” But I pretty much heard the exact opposite since his request made me way too curious not to see what it was right away, not to mention he had already spoiled me rotten with more than enough gifts up to this point.  
 
    With a smirk, I dug right into the bag, him groaning, “Londyn…” not doing anything to stop me as I said, “What could it possibly be that I shouldn’t… oh my God.” 
 
    For someone who didn’t know what they were looking at - Khalid - it wasn’t immediately alarming. But for someone who did know what they were looking at - M.J. - it was something that definitely should’ve been opened in private regardless of how intrigued the variety pack of butt plugs had me.  
 
    “I knew y’all were some freaks!” M.J. shouted, Khalid eventually catching on with a wide-eyed, “Ohhhhh…”  
 
    Chance only shrugged as I dropped them back in the bag. “I tried to warn you.”  
 
    Since enough of our business was already out now, I pulled his ear down to my lips, being sure to keep it between us when I whispered, “The only warning I want from you is the one that comes right before we try one of these out later on tonight.” 
 
    “Noted,” he replied with a short nod, biting into his bottom lip as if he was already thinking about it. And honestly, watching him bite into his lip had me ready to cut the party short. But for the sake of all the people who had shown up, I knew I had to stick around at least a little while longer.  
 
    Of course there was one notable absence, the person only my mother and M.J. had been in contact with since our little blow-up. But since I knew my mother had at least extended Eric an invitation, I wasn’t going to sweat it, much more focused on the people who were present solely to celebrate me.  
 
    “So you gonna let me get that dance or nah?” Chance asked, already grinding against my butt which meant he wasn’t really asking. But he didn’t have to ask, the vibe already set thanks to the playlist Khalid had curated specifically for this event that had everybody on their feet. 
 
    Including my parents.  
 
    From across the room, I could see them getting a little cozier than they probably should’ve been if Officer Stevie was still in the picture, my mom swaying her hips against his lap with a grin on her face that my dad matched. It was adorable, which meant I wasn’t going to knock her game, far too tickled seeing them sharing a moment for the first time in far too long. 
 
    Almost like a bonus birthday gift.  
 
    With that in my view, my man wrapped around me, and all of my family and friends filling the room, I literally couldn’t stop smiling, tossing back the champagne glass that never seemed to be empty between Chance, Khalid, and my mom. But I suppose I needed every lick of alcohol once I saw Eric walk in, his face unreadable as he glanced around the crowd of people.  
 
    “I’ll be back,” I told Chance, stumbling a little on the takeoff thanks to all the champagne I had consumed.  
 
    Once he realized where I was going, he asked, “You good? Or you want me to come with you?” 
 
    “Nah, I got this,” I told him with a wave of my hand, knowing this was something I needed to handle alone the same way I should’ve handled it long before things even got to this point. And though he didn’t exactly look too convinced of my stability, he let me be, gliding my way through the crowd until I got to Eric who looked surprised to see me as if it wasn’t my party.  
 
    “Happy Birthday, baby girl,” he said with a half-hearted smile, pulling me into a quick hug that felt more out of obligation than truce.  
 
    When I stepped back, I leaned against the wall for support to say, “Thank you. Wasn’t expecting to see you since you’ve been ducking and dodging me for the last few weeks.” 
 
    He slipped his hands into his pockets as he pushed out, “Yeah. Guess I’ll just never be ready to accept you growing up.” 
 
    It sounded good, but I knew his little attitude was deeper than that. And I had no problem letting him know it, not even caring who was around to hear when I said, “No, I don’t think that’s it. Cause you don’t have a problem watching me prosper in my career as a grown-up, you didn’t have a problem with me becoming a homeowner as a grown-up, and you’re here, which is literally a reflection of how much older I’m getting.” 
 
    “Okay, so it was about Chance,” he admitted, continuing on to explain, “That’s one of my best friends, LoLo. And to know he went behind my back to get at you just… it fucked with me.” 
 
    “But, why? It’s not like Chance is a fuckboy. He’s a good guy, E. And I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t be friends with him if you didn’t think so too,” I replied, gnawing at my lip to add, “And to be honest, the only reason he stayed behind your back was because of me. I didn’t know what I wanted, and I didn’t want you involved until I figured it out.” 
 
    Considering there wasn’t supposed to be anything more than a little fling between Chance and I, letting my brother in on that seemed completely pointless, especially with the short time frame I was expecting Chance to even be around. But things were obviously a lot more serious than that now, and I hoped my explanation would be enough for Eric to come around, hating to be caught in the middle of their friendship since that was part of what I had been trying to prevent all along. 
 
    “Are you happy?” 
 
    His question seemed to come out of nowhere, snapping me out of my own thoughts to consider it. And when a smile immediately grew to my face just thinking about the man who was steadily solidifying a place in my life, it only felt right to answer, “Incredibly. Chance is… good to me. Like, really, really good to me.” 
 
    “Man, don’t drag it out. He can’t be all that,” Eric challenged with a teasing smirk, giving me a playful shove that I was thankful to have the wall to support me through.  
 
    “Seriously, Eric. You need to start taking notes from your boy, cause he has your little sister doing…” 
 
    With that, he cut me off. “Alright, alright. I got it. He’s here, ain’t he? 
 
    I nodded, pointing over to where Chance and M.J. were standing, engaged in a conversation of their own. And once M.J. saw him, he waved him over, Eric leaving me to join them for what I hoped would be a pleasant reunion as I followed a few steps behind.  
 
    “You’re a little late, ain’t you?” M.J. asked, glancing at his wrist that didn’t even have a watch on it.  
 
    Eric laughed, dapping him up as he said, “Fashionably, bruh. Something you wouldn’t know anything about with your dusty ass.” Then he turned towards Chance to say, “What’s good, man?”  
 
    I could tell Chance was a little uncomfortable, wanting to go with the flow while also being unsure of what to really expect from my brother. But you would’ve thought they never had beef at all once he pulled him into a hug and said, “Glad you came out, E.”  
 
    “Man, you ain’t the only nigga who cares about this little bobblehead girl,” he teased, tossing me a smirk before giving us both an apology that honestly surprised me. “My bad for trippin’ out on y’all like that the other day. Wasn’t expecting you to swoop into the city and snatch up my little sister, but I trust that you’ll do right by her.” 
 
    With his arm wrapped around my shoulder, Chance looked down at me to reply, “Only way I know how.” the attention making me blush as I got lost in his eyes. And I believed what he said with my whole heart, no longer worried about what might happen with us moving forward because I knew what we had was completely worth any extra effort required.  
 
    I was just getting ready to seal my commitment with a kiss when Eric huffed, “Damn. This shit is gonna take some getting used to.”  
 
    “You’ll have plenty of time, E. Cause she ain’t getting rid of me any time soon,” Chance offered with a heated gaze that, once again, had my tipsy ass even more ready to cut the party short.  
 
    But instead, I did a little teasing of my own when I asked, “Wanna bet?” 
 
    I suppose our flirting got boring to everyone watching since M.J. and Eric both found something to be interested in across the room, Eric the one to speak on whatever had stolen their attention. “Damn, who is that?” 
 
    My eyes pulled away from Chance to see who they were looking at, though I shouldn’t have been surprised to find out who had stolen the show. “Oh my God, she really came. That’s Jayla Anthony. Khalid’s little crush.” 
 
    “His crush. My future wife,” M.J. said as he rubbed his hands together, looking as if he was preparing to make a move. 
 
    I didn’t allow him to take a single step, putting a stiff hand against his chest when I said, “Back up, M.J. I invited her here for one reason and one reason only. Now where is he is the question?”  
 
    My quick glance search around the room came up empty and I worried Khalid had already gotten away before I could get ahold of him. But to my surprise, he was the first person to greet Jayla once he emerged from the kitchen with a drink in his hand, pulling her into a hug that told me they were at least more familiar with each other now. 
 
    “See what happens when you mind your own business?” Chance asked from behind me, obviously catching the same sight I had and doubling down on his support of Khalid to do things on his own time.  
 
    Since Khalid and Jayla seemed to be hitting it off, at least to some degree, I turned to face Chance and admit, “You’re right. So what’s up, business?” 
 
    He smirked, wrapping his arms low around my waist. “Nothin’ much. Just enjoying the festivities with my baby. What’s up with you?” 
 
    My smirk was almost identical to his when I gushed, “Nothin’. Just waiting for my business to get me outta here before I drag his ass upstairs.” 
 
    The way his eyebrow piqued in response only made him look even sexier which meant I really wanted to drag him upstairs by the time he asked, “It’s like that?” 
 
    “Always has been when it comes to you,” I answered, gnawing at my lip as he tightened his hold on me, getting ready to give me a kiss until we both heard someone shout, “Go Annie!” 
 
    “Not again…” I groaned, turning towards where it had come from to find my mother... giving my dad the business.  
 
    There were already a few people filming them - probably hoping it would go just as viral as her previous video. But I couldn’t help pulling out my own phone to capture the moment as well since I had never seen my parents like this before, and I had never seen my dad so happy. He wasn’t exactly a slouch either, one of the few men I’d seen who could actually keep up with her on the dance floor which only seemed to make my mom go harder. And while I wasn’t sure what any of this meant moving forward - or if it meant anything at all - I was just happy to see them having such a good time with each other.  
 
    In fact, seeing them have a good time only encouraged me to have a better time, drinking until I couldn’t anymore, dancing until my feet and thighs ached, and having to be carried out of the house by the time it was all said and done. But even that was an adventure, having Chance drive me home feeling like déjà vu of his first night in town.  
 
    Our first night together.  
 
    “What were you really thinking that night?” I blurted, that part still a mystery to me since it wasn’t something we had ever really discussed.   
 
    But just because it was on my mind didn’t mean Chance had a clue what I was talking about, his expression confused when he asked, “What night?” 
 
    I turned towards him in my seat to clarify, “After my mom’s party. When you told her you were giving me a ride home. What were you thinking?”  
 
    Now that he had more information, he grinned, the memories obviously still as fresh for him as they were for me. “I’m not sure if I was. Not with the head I should’ve been, at least,” he replied with a smirk that made me blush as he continued, “Honestly, though. I just… wanted you; from the second I laid eyes on you when I came up those stairs. And once you showed me you felt the same, there wasn’t really any thinking necessary. But maybe I should’ve since I had no idea that night would eventually lead to me falling in love with you.”  
 
    His words just barely registered in my head before I teased, “I mean, it’s pretty hard not to love me.”  
 
    He put his hand against my thigh to agree, “You’re right. And I didn’t stand a chance ever pretending otherwise.”  
 
    His touch only made me feel even giddier as I covered his hand with my own, linking our fingers together as I gnawed on my lip just staring at him. And while I hadn’t come into this with the expectation of really making him mine, I was glad it had worked out that way, allowing me to admit, “If it makes you feel any better, I was in the same boat. Still am in the same boat. Drifting at sea. Drunk in love.”  
 
    “Oh, I know. You aren’t the only lovable mothafucka around here, Londyn,” he replied with one of his signature chuckles as he pulled into my driveway. And before I could make a move to get us inside, he dug into his blazer pocket and handed me an envelope. “Happy Birthday, baby.” 
 
    “Okay, seriously. Stop with all the gifts already,” I complained, while also contradicting myself since I practically snatched it out of his hand.  
 
    “You don’t mean that,” he insisted with a grin as he waited for me to open it. 
 
    But I didn’t budge, keeping it pinched between my fingers as I told him, “You’re right. And considering this is only an envelope, I’m pretty sure it won’t end up inside of me like the last gift. Unless you have some weird papercut fetish...” 
 
    He shook his head with another laugh. “Londyn, just open it.”  
 
    With my lip pulled between my teeth, I took my dear sweet time peeling the seal before plucking out, “Airline tickets?” 
 
    “I still owed you that trip to Italy,” he explained, my eyes finally zeroing in on the details since I just knew he had to be bullshitting me.  
 
    He wasn’t. The destination, date, and every other important component all there, though I still managed to squeal, “Chance, shut the fuck up! Are you serious?!” 
 
    “It’s got your name on it, doesn’t it?” he asked, prompting me to find not only my name on a ticket but also his on the one behind it. And just the idea of taking another romantic trip together, this time internationally, had me bursting with excitement - and love.  
 
    Yeah, this is definitely love.  
 
    “I just… I don’t even know what to say. I mean, are you sure you don’t have a papercut fetish? Cause I might just be down to fulfill your craving now,” I told him teasingly, dropping the tickets so that I could pull his face closer to mine for a kiss that quickly turned into much more once I crawled over the center console to straddle his lap.  
 
    It was the same move that had kicked things off that night, though this time we were in a much different place. 
 
    A much better place.  
 
    A place I hoped we could always remain, especially once Chance replied, “The only thing I’m craving is you, birthday girl. So what’s up with that cake?” 
 
    My grin was aching as, instead of answering his question with words, I made quick work of getting us out of the car and into the house; everything about the moment feeling familiar yet also fresh now that we were embarking on a new journey together. And even if he didn’t see it that way, I knew this was all new - and exciting - for me, especially once I pulled out his little birthday gift from earlier and asked, “You ready to play?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    epilogue. 
 
      
 
    Chance 
 
    “Say, bruh. You still got those fake ass brass knuckles? Or are we really about to let this dude ride off into the sunset with your little sister unharmed?” 
 
    Eric and I shared in a laugh as we carried the last few boxes out of Londyn’s house with M.J. talking shit and playing monitor as usual. The truck was already filled with way too much stuff, especially considering most of the larger furniture was staying put. But I would take however many trips were necessary as long as Londyn didn’t change her mind about moving to the city with me.  
 
    Not that she really had a reason to change her mind; her desire for a power move manifesting in the form of a new job with a pay increase and extra vacation days thanks to her incredible negotiation skills. But I shouldn’t have been surprised that she had made out so well since, not only did her work speak for itself, but the girl always knew how to get what she wanted.  
 
    Just thinking about it all had me grinning from ear-to-ear as Eric finally replied, “Nah. I’m confident Chance will do right by her. Cause if he doesn’t…” 
 
    “Brass knuckles,” M.J. and I finished for him simultaneously before we all shared in another laugh; just one of the things I’d miss about being back home.  
 
    To be honest, I might’ve gotten a little too comfortable being here; spending time with these dudes, seeing my mom on the regular, eating at all the spots I used to love growing up. But once we made our way back into the house and Londyn gave me a smile, I quickly got over my little mood, far too excited about what was to come for the two of us with the move.  
 
    She seemed to be thinking it too, sidling up next to me with an arm wrapped around my waist to ask, “Was that the last of it?” 
 
    “You tell me. Hell, I’m surprised there’s anything left in here for Khalid with all the shit we just piled into the truck.”  
 
    Instead of putting her house on the market, she had decided to rent it out to Khalid for a decent price, making her transition a little smoother until she was ready to sell it for good. And like the good friend she was, she was leaving him most of the furniture, making his transition a little smoother as well.  
 
    It was sweet of her, even when she gave me a sour face to screech, “It wasn’t that much!” 
 
    “It was. But it’s all good. I already made plenty of room,” I told her, bending my neck for a kiss that our mothers had caught us in according to the grins on their faces once we pulled away. 
 
    With her arms crossed over her chest, Miss. Annie said, “I don’t know, Ellen. We may be getting those grandbabies sooner than we thought. Might have to make a little modification to the over/under on our bet.” 
 
    My eyes immediately went wide and Londyn’s did too, snapping her head back to repeat, “Bet? You two are betting on if I’ll get pregnant?!”  
 
    “Not if. When,” my mother clarified, meeting Miss. Annie with a high five that made me laugh while Londyn only sucked her teeth.  
 
    And once they moved along to something else, I couldn’t help teasing her about it, pulling her into an embrace to ask, “You don’t want my baby, baby?” 
 
    She averted her eyes when she pushed out, “Eventually.” Before looking back at me to add, “But considering I’m getting ready to take on a new city, a new job, and a new arrangement with my fine ass live-in boyfriend, I’d rather just keep swallowing them for now.”  
 
    “Deal,” I told her, punctuating it with a kiss just as the new tenant walked in. 
 
    Just like our mothers, Khalid was all jokes when he said, “Man, y’all gotta get outta my crib with all this kissy-kissy stuff.” 
 
    Londyn immediately tossed a hand his way to say, “Boy, shut up. This is some prime real estate you’re getting for the low, cause you know I probably could’ve charged those other folks double.” 
 
    “And with that... kiss away, my friends,” Khalid insisted as he pushed Londyn and I back together, making us laugh as he continued, “I can’t believe you’re really leaving me though, LoLo. Whose nerves am I supposed to get on now?” 
 
    “You know exactly whose,” Londyn offered with a grin, staying consistent in her mission of hooking him up with Jayla.  
 
    But just like before, Khalid wasn’t too keen on her ideas, his tone completely serious when he replied, “Nah, I’m just now starting to get in there. No way I’m gonna fuck it up already.”  
 
    The fact that he was making progress was enough for me to save him from explaining any further, interjecting with an offer of my own. “Well you know if you ever wanna visit, you’ll always have a place to stay, bruh.” 
 
    He gave me a dap and a hug as he said, “Appreciate it, big homie. And don’t forget what I told you.” 
 
    “What’d he tell you?” Londyn asked the second we pulled away, making me chuckle while Khalid only shook his head.  
 
    Instead of letting her in on our little secret, I gave her a kiss on the forehead and answered, “Mind your business, baby.”  
 
    Once again, she sucked her teeth just as Miss. Annie returned to insist, “You two better get going before it gets too dark out there. You know you can’t drive those big ol’ trucks as fast as you would a regular car.”  
 
    “We know, we know. And we’ll get outta your way since you have a hot date to get to,” Londyn teased, making her mother blush in a way that I had never seen before. But I figured it had something to do with the way her and Mr. Langston had gotten cozy at Londyn’s birthday party a few weeks back, my mother cluing me in on more details than I needed during one of our last physical therapy sessions.  
 
    “It’s just coffee,” Miss. Annie replied nonchalantly, though my mother didn’t let it slide completely when she groaned, “Mmhmmm.” And after tossing my mother a side eye, she waved the both of us in for a hug.  
 
    “Love you guys,” she sang, rocking us in a group hug before pulling away to give Londyn one individually. Then we both went down the row of giving hugs and goodbyes to everyone present, the gloss in Eric’s eyes catching me off-guard when I dapped him up. But I quickly realized the gloss wasn’t about me, more so about his little sister as he pulled her into a hug that lifted her from the ground.  
 
    “Love you, baby girl. And you better make sure to come back and visit more than this dude does,” he said teasingly once he put her down, making us all laugh while my mother emphatically agreed.  
 
    Londyn snuggled up under my arm to offer, “I’ll be sure to bring him with me,” before we made our exit together, giving a few more goodbyes on our way out. And after helping her into the truck, I took one last look at our families watching us from the porch, giving them another wave and then climbing into the driver’s seat for the trip that would be a huge next step for our relationship. 
 
     I was ecstatic. Though I worried Londyn didn’t feel the same as she stared out of the window, glaring at the place she had called home and the people who knew her best with a hint of sadness in her eyes. And while I understood the moment being an emotional one, I did my best to lift her spirits when I gave her hand a squeeze and asked, “Well… you ready to do this?” 
 
    As if it had shocked her out of her daydream, she popped up a little in her seat with a blank expression that told me she might not have caught a single word I had said. But once she looked at me, her expression transformed into more of a mischievous grin that told me everything was all good, only solidified when she licked her lips and replied, “Let the games begin.”  
 
      
 
    The End.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Enjoyed this book? 
 
    Please leave a review on Amazon or Goodreads! 
 
      
 
    To stay up-to-date with all of Alexandra Warren’s happenings including samples and excerpts, visit actuallyitsalexandra.com or like her Facebook page! 
 
      
 
    Also, be sure to check out the The 
 
     Games We Play playlist on Spotify! 
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